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INTRODUCTION. 




[Y chief design in publishing this small 
volume is to do on act of justice to the 
memory of Sir Wfdter Raleigh, whose 
poetry has been unaccountably nc^* 
lected by his biographers, though it is singularly 
well-fiited to illustrate his character, while it left 
a distinct mark on the literature of a most brilliant 
age. No attempt was made during his lifetime, 
or for long afterwards, tondentify or gather up 
his scattered pieces. The most important of his 
poems, " Cynthia," has long been lost. The old 
editions of his "Remains" contain only three 
short poems. The first responsible editor of his 
minor writings could only extend the number to 
nine ; and the collection admitted to the standard 
edition of his works is at once defective and re- 
dundant. 

It is many years since I called attention to this 
subject in a volume which was meant, in the first 
instance, to illustrate the poetry of Sir Henry 
WoUon and his friends. But as Raleigh's poems 



in INTRODUCTION. 

formed then a seeondary object, my treatment of 
the question waa, in mnny reapocta, imperfect ; and 
Raleigh's later biographers and critics, however 
meritorious on many higher grounda, have con- 
tinned to repeat tho old mistaikea, of treating as 
doabtful some of his best authenticated and most 
charaeteriatic poems, while quoting aa genuine, 
without a word of warning, the more waifa and 
strays of Eliaabethan literature, which a zealoua 
eoUeetor had awept together under his name. 

One is unwilling to let a youthful work remain 
nnfinished, or to feel that any labour hss been 
waated by being left incomplete. I thought it 
worth while, therefore, to devote a aummer*a 
vacation to the renewal of long-suspended re- 
searebes among those printed and manuaeript 
miseellanics of the Elizabethan period which are 
pr e s e rved in our great publie libraries ; and I have 
thns enabled m}'self to go over tho subject afresh, 
and more completely, in the present volume, in 
which Raleigh takes tho lead. The authentication 
of his poetry haa been carefully revised and ex- 
tended; and while I have excluded all the un- 
anthenticated poema from that division of the 
volume which bears his name, I have been able to 
iadnde many genuine pieces which had found no 
previoas plaee among his writings. 

I hope it wOl be thought that the careful silting 
to which his poems have been now aubjected haa 
ennsed them to bear a far more distinct witness 
to the features of his marked yet varied character. 
At aO efonta it ought to have the effect of giving 
nore point and deeiaiveness to argumenta reated 
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on internal evidence. In this respect, Raleigh's 
critics have scarcely been fortunate. Mr. Tytler, 
for instance, thought the lines on Gnscoigne's 
Steel Glass " below his other pieces/' and unlikely 
to have "flowed from the same swett vein whidi 
produced the answer to Marlowe's Passionate 
Shepherd." But surely Raleigh's " vciu " was far 
more frequently sententious than ** sweet." Other 
writers have judged more correctly in accepting 
the lines as an excellent specimen of his balanced, 
grave, judicial '^ censure." "The stylo is his," 
says Mr. Kingslcy; "solid, stately, epigrammatic." 
Again, Mr. Hallam said that "The Lie" (called also 
" The Sours Errand") had been ascribed to Raleigh 
" without evidence, and, we may add, without pro- 
bability." Perhaps the " probability " is more ap- 
parent now that conclusive " evidence " has been 
found. The poem seems to me to bo a typical ex- 
pression of Raleigh's character; his vigour, his 
scorn, his haughty directness. Assume it to have 
been written at some moment of disgiut and disap- 
pointment, and it will be seen to breathe in every 
line the pride with which he was always ready to 
confront his adversaries; yet the despondeney 
with which he cried out, even during his first 
short imprisonment, that now at last his heart 
was broken ; tpes et fortuna vaUU ! "Do with 
me now, therefore, what you list. I am more 
weary of life than they arc desirous I should 
perish." (Edwards, ii. 52; July, 1502.) 

As is often the case with men of high courage 
and really sanguine temperament, Raleigh's thoughts 
wore perpetually saddened by the antidpati^n of 
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the end. No email portion of hie renes might 
he;fe been written, ae ie aetually said of sovoral 
pieeea, '' the night before hie death.** Dismissing 
this tradition, except in the one ease where it 
seeme to be at once strong and probable, we shall 
find grounds for supposing that ho marked each 
erisie of his history by writing some short poem, 
in which the vanity of life is proclaimed, under an 
aepeet suited to his eireumstances and age. His 
firet alight cheek occurred in 1589, when he went 
to visit Spenser in Ireland ; and more seriously a 
little later, when his secret marriage, or its dis- 
ereditaUe preliminaries, sent him to the Tower. 
"^The Lie," with iu proud, indignant brevity, 
would then exactly express his angry temper. 
''The Pilgrimage" belongs more naturally to a 
time when he was smarting under the rudeness of 
tlie king's attorney at his trial in 1G03. Viewed 
by the light of that unrighteous prosecution, the 
grotesque imagery which disturbs its solemn 
•spirations may remind us of the more galling of 
tlM annoyances from which he knew that death 
would set him free. The few lines, ** Even such 
ie tine," mark the calm reality of the now certain 
doom ; they express the thoughts appropriate for 
the night now known to be indeed Uie last, when 
BO room remained for bitterness or anger, in the 
eeatenptation of immediate and inevitable death. 
The *'Oontinnation of Cynthia" must have 
been written very early in his long imprison* 
SMBt, wbieh hated firom December 1603 to March 
1^6 ; and again in 1618 from August to October. 
Tte haadirriting reoembies that of some papers 
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dated 1G03 ; and tho fragment oould scaroelj hav« 
found its way to Hatfield after tho death of Robert, 
Earl of Salisbury, in 1612. Tho internal evidenee 
points in the same direction. Tho whole poem is 
coloured by that ruling fiction of the Elixabethan 
court, which compelled loyalty to express itself in 
the language of a lover-liko devotion. No doubt 
Raleigh preserved to his last hour an unshaken 
reverence for the memory of his royal mistress. 
That stately homage is a leading feature in all his 
writings; from the time when he made her the 
standard of virtue and beauty (p. 9), in whom 
was "virtue's perfect image cast'* (p. 78), for 
whose "defence we labour all " (p. 6), to tho time 
when he offered his touching petition to Queen 
Anne of Denmark just before his death (p. ^):— 

" That I and mina mar naver moani tba Buiaa 
Of Her wa had, but praiaa ov Imng Qnaan." 

The author of a well-known epigram caught the 
position exactly when he exclaimed, "0 hadst 
thou served thy Heroine all thy da3's!" But it 
is not so easy to belio^'o that he could have main- 
tained, to any late period of his imprisonment 
under James, that conventional form of flattery, 
which had continued welcome to the queen to 
the lost. The poem contains not the slightest 
recognition of those claims on the husband and 
the father which must have strengthened their 
hold on the heart of the captive, while his loyalty 
resumed its more natural and appropriate tenor. 
The despondency of his langudgo will not suffice 
to prove a later date, because it was his usual tone 
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under every dieappointment. Even as early as 
1505-69 at the height of his proud and vigorous 
manhood, he eould write, in words which remind 
us of the very expressions of this fragment : " It 
is true that, as my errors were great, so- they have 
yidded very grievous effects ; and if anght might 
have been deserved in former times to have coun- 
terpoised any part of [my] oflcnccs, the fruit Uitrtof 
(as it seemeth) was long before fallen fwm the tree, 
and the dead itods only remained. I did, there- 
fore, even in the tcinier of my life, undertake these 
travets," fte. (RpisUe dedicatory to the Discovery 
of Guiana, 1500.) Through a great part of the 
piece it might be doubted whether the queen was 
really dead, or only dead to him ; t. e. whether 
the whole were not a mere exaggeration of some 
earlier disappointment Such a notion seems to be 
incompatible with the express words of several 
passages ; but we cannot suppose that the death 
of the queen was long, post at the date of his 
writing, or the mere lapse of time and change of^ 
eireumstanee would have forced him to appear in 
a hurger and nobler character than the conventional 
pifft of a disappointed suitor. 

Between ftetion and figure, and the obscurity 
hang* over an unfinished work, it is not 
to carry out any safe biograpiiical interpre- 
tation. He b^ns by saying that his joys ** died 
when fint'' his "fancy erred*' (p. 32); appo^ 
natly one of those phrases by which he described 
hit boldness in seeking another mistress than the 
qMea. If thia is correct, the point of departure 
fai the poem is not later than 1502. At all events 
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it 18 clear that tho definite period of ** twelve yearn 
entire,^ which he ^'wnsted in this war; twelve 
years of" his "most happy younger days'* (p. 36), 
must he reckoned from the beginning of his court 
favour, about 1580, which brings us to tho same 
year, 1»')02, for its close. From that great check 
ho had now passed, he tells us, into a state of 
ho|>ele88no8s, which he describes under a variety 
of images; amongst which, tho complaint that he 
has now '* no fcixiing flocks, no shepherd's com- 
pany " (p. 33), reminds us of tho days when he 
talked of C}iithia and her flock with Spenser, 
under ''the green olders by tho Mulla's shore.'' 
When ho tclb us that tho "memory" of the 
queen, "more strong than were ten thousand 
ships of war,** had nearly brought him bock from 
his voyage towards ''now w*orlds" in search of 
gold, and praise, and glory (p. 34), we arc re- 
minded that, on his Panama expedition in 1592, 
she sent after him a more potent summons Uuin 
her '* memory," in tho shape of a recall. The 
images of warmth lingering in tho corpse, and 
heat in winter, and motion in the arrested wheel, 
are meant to illustrate tho tenacity of hopo which 
made him write on, even ** in the dust," after his 
disgrace ; and the reality mingles with tho figure 
when he speaks, in almost tho very language of the 
preface to his History, of the cheerless work of 
beginning, by the fading light of life's evening, 
"to write the story of' all ages past" (p. 36). The 
distraction which he describes on p. 37 could bo 
paralleled from his oorrespondenee. *' The tokens 
hung on breast and kindly wcnn" (p. 41), may 

b 
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refer to Uie interchange of toys between the 
queen and her ooortierB ; as when she sent to Sir 
H. Gilbert '' a token from her Majesty, an anchor 
guided by a lady," with a request for his picture 
in return. A "ring with a diamond which he 
weareth on his finger, given him by the late 
Queen," was among the jewels found on Raleigh's 
perwn after his execution. It would be possible, 
but preearious, to traco a reference in other 
pssisggs to the loss of Sherborne, and to the 
disappointed expectations which had so often 
ftttraeted him towards the western world. His 
cilosing words are simple and touching (p. 50): — 

"* That boiM I draw, as death's long night draws on i 
Tit 9t9rj foot, old thoafrhta turn back mino eyas : 

GoMtraint ma irnidaa, aa old ago draws a stooa 
Afahiat tha hiH, which ovar-waighty lira 

For faabla arms or wasted strcnfrlh to mora : 
My atcpa ara backward, gasing on my loss* 

My mind's affection and my aouPs sola love. 
Not nizad with fancy's chaff or fortone's drosa. 

Ta God I laava it, who first gave it ma. 
And I bar gave, and aha ratnmed again, 

Aa it was bani so let His mercies be 
Of my last eomforta the esaential mean. 

Bnt be it so ar not, the effeeta ate past ; 
Her lore hath end i mj woe most erer last." 

With the poems of Raleigh and Wotton I have 
now combined what may be accepted, I hope, as a 
fairly representative collection of the minor poetry 
of thooo '' courtly makers," who kept up the sue- 
eessioD to Surrey and Wyatt through the eventful 
century, which intervened between the death of 
Henry VIII. and the execution of Charles I. They 
are sUielly the Courtly Poeta of England, though 
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the line ends with a famous Scottish name, which 
forms the more appropriate conclusion to the 
series, because it is known that Ealeigh's History 
of the World was one of the favourite studies 
which moulded the boyhood of Montrose. 

There are scarcely half-a-dozen pieces in this 
volume which we owe to poets by profession. 
Most of these poems are little more than the 
comparatively idle words of busy men, whose end 
*' was not writing, even while they wrote ;" those 
occasional sayings in which the character often 
reveals itself more clearly than in studied lan- 
guage. There is a special charm in compositions 
which have amused the leisure of distinguished 
persons, who have won their spurs in very different 
fields ; of statesmen, soldiers, students and divines, 
who have used metre as the mere outlet for tran- 
sitory feelings, to give grace to a compliment, or 
terseness to t)ie expression of a sudden emotion, 
or point and beauty to a calm reflection. To a 
great extent, such poems are likely to bo imita- 
tive; and in that aspect they form a curiously 
exact measure of the influence exerted by a style 
or fashion. But several of the pieces which are 
brought together here may claim a higher rank 
than this. Raleigh himself was a man of marked 
original power, which has left its record in his 
poems, as well as in his larger works, and in the 
varied achievements of his ehequered life. He 
wrote a sonnet which Milton did not disdain to 
imitate. The Archbishop of Dublin says that 
"there have been seldom profounder thoughts 
more perfeetly expressed" than in part of his 
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"Poesy to prove Affection is not Love." His 
|ioem called *' The Lie '' is probably the best in- 
stance of a poetical outburst of anger and scorn, 
which we can find throughout the minor literature 
of the proud and hasty Tudor times. His *' Pil- 
grimago,'* with all its quaintness, is perhaps tho 
most striking example of so-called death-bed verses. 
His reply to Marlowe remains even yet unrivalled, 
as the retort of polished common-sense to the 
eon^'entionalities of pastoral poetry. Even when 
tested by this higher standard, the other courtiers 
whose Tcrscs are hero represented are not unworthy 
to take their places by the side of Raleigh. But 
their poetry will also render us the minor ser\'ice 
of enabling us to trace the changes in the tone of 
English soeiety from one critical period to another ; 
through intervals of gloom under Mary, and bound- 
less energy under Elizabeth, and suspense under 
James, till the ligKt-hearted gaiety of older Eng- 
land revived amidst the waning fortunes of Charles's 
cavaliers. By tho side of much formal adulation, wo 
eon trace a vein of that manly self-respect, which 
has alwa}*8 formed tho mainstay of our public 
life ; and a strong under-current of that religious 
feeling, which the darkest days could never hide. 
And we can also trace a deepening range of 
thought, and a richer harmony of verse, and a 
growing smoothness and facility of language, 
which bear witness to the influence of those 
greater writers, who sustain the main weight of 
the reputation of the Elicabethan ago. 

J. H. 

IViBftir Cotteft, OlmalmMid, 
Jmimrp S8, 1870. 
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EARLY EXTRACTS ON RALEIGH'S POETRY 

AND LIFE. 

I. Thb Critics. 

1. 

OR dittr and amorotts ode, I find Sir Walter 
Riilei(;h*4 Tein moAt lofty, inaolent, and pas- 
sionate.'* — Puttenham^s ''Art of Engliah 
Poesy/' 1589, p. Al. 

2. Francis Meres mentions Sir Walter Ra- 
leigh as one oT '* the most passionate amonf; us te bewail and 
bemoan the perplexities of loTe." — ** Palladia Tamia," 
1398, p. 154y repr. 

3. Edmund Bolton s|>eaks of his prose works, " Ouiana, 
and his prefatory epistle liefore his mighty undertaking in 
the History of the World,'' as "full of proper, clear, and 
courtly graces of speech ;'* and couples his English poems 
with those of Donne, Holland, and Lord Brooke as ''not 
easily to be mended." — *' Hypercritica,'* ctnc 1610, pp. 249, 
251, repr. 

4. Gabriel Ilanrey is said, in some MS. notes on Chaucer, 
to have called Raleigh's '< Cynthia" *' a fine and sweet in- 
vention."— Malone*s "Shakespeare," by Boswell, ii. 679. ' 

5. " He who writeth the Art of English Poesy praiseth 
much Raleigh and Dyer; but their works are so few that 
are oome to my hands, I cannot well say anything of them." 
— Drummond of Hawthomden, " Works,** 1711, p. 226. 

6. " Sir Walter Raleigh, a person both sufficiently known 
in history, and by his ' History of the World,' seems alsi> 
by the character ^Ten him by the author of the 'Art of 
I^nglish Poetry' [Pnttenham, as aboTe], to have azpressed 
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hiniwlf nvn a pott than the little we hare extant of bU 
poetrr aarait to lniport.''»£awanl Phillipe, ** Theatram 
Piolaniai,'* 1675,11. 233. 

EdMUVO SrKVBER. 

1. " CoBtidering ahe bcareth two persons, the one of a 
■Mit foral Qaeen or EmproMt the other of a moat Tirtuous 
and beantiful Lady, this latter part in some placea I do ex- 
press in Belpbesbe, fashioning her name according to jour 
•WB excellent conceit of Cynthia, — Phoebe and Cynthia being 
both names of Diana."— Letti^r of the Ant bar's (of the ** Faerr 
(Inaen'*) to Sir Walter lUleigfa, iri90{ Spenser's ** Works,^ 
by Collier, i. 149. 

8. 
** To thee, that art the summer's nightingale, 

Thy sovertign Goddess's most dear delightt 
Why do I send thie rastie madrigal, 

lliat may thy tnneful ear nnseason qaite? 

Then only fit this argnment to write. 
In whoee high thoughts pleasure hath bnilt her bower. 

And dainty lore learned sweetly to indite. 
My rhymes I know nnsaroury and sour. 
To taste the streams that, like a golden shower. 

Flow from thy fruitful head, of thy lore's praise i 
Fitter, perhaps, to thunder martial stower, 

When so thee list thy lofty Muse to raise : 
Th, till that thou thy poem wilt make known, 
Lu tby fair Cynthia's praisee be thus rudely shewn." 

(SommC to Sir Walter Raleigh, printed with the fiiM three 
booka of the ** Faery Queen," in 1690 s ik i. 164.) 

3 
" But if in living colourt and right hue 

Thyself thou eoret to see pictured. 
Who can it do more lively or more true 
. Than that eweet totm, with nectar sprinklid, 

In which a gracious servant pictured 
His Pynthia, hie heaven's fairest light? 

Thai with his melting sweetness ravished. 
And with the wonder of her beams bright, 
My isaeaa lulled are in slumber of delight. 

•* Rut let that iuna deliehms poet lend 
A little lanvu uto ft rastie Muae 



••• 
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To ting hit mistress' praise ; and let him ■Mody 

If ought amiss her liking may abase : 

Ne let his fairest Cynthia refuse 
la mirrors more than one herself to see | 

Bat either Gloriana let her choose» 
Or in Delphcebe fashioned to be; 
la th' one her role, in th' other her rare chastitj.** 

(lutroduction to the third book of tho 
*« Faerj Queen." ifr. iL Ue.) 
4. 
" ' One dajv' quoth he, ' I sat, as was mj trade, 

Under the foot of Mole, that mountain hoar. 
Keeping my sheep amongst the coollj shade 

Of the green alders bjr the Mulla'i shore : 
There a strange shepherd chanced to find ne oat. 

Whether allured with my pipe's delight. 
Whose pleasing sound yshrilled far about* 

Or thither led by chance, I know not right: 
Whom when I asked from what place he camoy 

And how he hight, himself he did ycleepe 
The Shepherd of the OeeBm by name. 

And said he came far from the main-een deepb 
He, sitting me beside in that same shade, 

ProToked me to play some pleasant fit ; 
And, when he heard tho nnsic which I made. 

He found himself full greatly pleased at iti 
Yet, lemuling my pipe, he took in bond 

My pipe, before that semuled of many^ 
And played thereon, for well that skill he eonaedy 

Himself as skilful in that art as any. 
He piped, I song ; and, when he iuag, I piped t 

Dy change of turns each making other neny ; 
Neither envying other, nor enTied, 

So piped wcy until we both were weaiy." 

" His song was all a lamentable lay 

Of great onkindnces and of usage hard. 
Of Cynthia, the Lady of the Sea, 

Which from her presence faultless him debarred. 
And ever and anon, with eingalfs rilb. 

He cried oat, to make hie undersong, 
* Ah, my love's Queen, and Ooddeas of my lile 1 

Who shall me pity, when then doet ne wrong?'" 
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"And then that Shepherd of the Ocean ia» 

That ipendi his wit in loTe'a consaming imarti 
FUl nrcetly tempered is that Mnse of hii*« 
. That can empierce a prinee's miphtjr heart,** 

C* Colin Cloat'e come home again/* 1591 1 16. ▼. 3.%S7,47.) 

IIL SPBCiatBM or Lamtoosb oh Raluoh. 

1. 
" Water thy plants with grace diTine* 

And hope to live for aye ; 
Then to thy Saviour Christ incline i 

In Him make steadfast star ; 
Ram is the reason that doth lie 

Within an atheist's head. 
Which satth the sovl of man doth die. 

When that the bod/*s dead. 

** Nmr mar yon see the sndden fall 
Of him that thonght to climb full high ;— 

A man well known unto 3rott all, 
Wheee aUU. yon aee. doth sUnd Bamfy.** 

&c &c. &c. 

(The IrsI eight lines printed in four as HaUigk's ora 
eummnitiomt in the Oxford edition of his works, vilL 732, 
with the title ** Moral Advice." They were taken fhrni 
MS. Ashm. 781, p. 163» where they are signed '*Sr. Wa. 
Raleigh." Also printed with a continuation, of which the 
abofve specimen will be suflicient, among Mr. Halliwell'M 
** Poetical Mincellanics ^ trmn MSS, % Percy Society, voL zr. 
p. 14. The Oxford editors failed to observe the pun on 
RaMgb's name, to which James I. also eondescended on a 

2. 
" Watt, I wot well thy overweening wit. 
Led by ambitious humours, wrought thy fall,** 

&c. &c &C. 
** I pity that the smiaMr's nyAlia^if ,* 

Immortal CynUiia*s sometime dear delight^ 
That need to sing so sweet a madrigal, 
SbouM like an owl go wanderer in the night, 

* Qneted from 8penter*s ** Sonnet," above, p. zxii. The 
phrase was also adopted by Draytoni see Collier's "'Ribl. 
Out" L M4*5i and note oo Spenser. 
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Hated of all, bat pitied of none. 

Though swAiilike now he makes hit djring motB." 

(ExtTMted from a long piece in Mr. Halliweirt ** Poetical 
liecellaiiies/' as above, pp. 15, 16. The last lioa ia fan* 
ptrtaot, as proving that Raleigh was believed to have 
witton verses shortly before his death.) 

3. 
** The Nightingale wilt scarce be tam^ » 

No company keep he can ; 
He dare not show hi» face for shame i 

He fcAfeth the look of man : 
But Robin like a man can look. 

And doth shun no place ; 
He will sing in every nook. 

And stare yon in tbe face.'* 

(Extracted from a piece published from Googh'a If 8S. in 
the " Camden Society's Mijicellany," iii. 2S ; and fnterpvetea 
of the quarrel between Kaleigh and Essex in OolUer's 
*' Life of Siicnser/' p. Ixix.) 

4. 

** To whom shall cursed I my case complain. 
To move some piiy of my wretched state? 

For though no other comfort doth remain 
Yet pity would my grief extenuate : 

For I towards God and man myself abased^ 

And therefore am of God and man refused. 

"To Heaven I dare not lift my wretched eyes. 
Nor ask for panlon for my wretched deeds i 

For I His word and service did despise, 

Eiiteeming them of no more worth than weeds: 

[ From] which most vile conceits these woes pro c eeds ; 

For now 1 find, and, finding, fear to rae. 

There is a God who is both just and tnie,^ &c. 

^From ** The despairing Complaint of wretched Raleigh 
>r his treacheries wrought against the worthy Essex t** 
IS. Ashm. 86, p. II. The piece contains forty-one staaaasi 
ich of seven lines except the first) 

*' I speak to each, if any sack there be, 
Who are pos wi s ed , through their Prince's gnce« 



IXfi EXTRACTS OK RALEIGH *8 

WHh gwallfaig prid€ and tcornfal inM^encTt - 

Haogjhtjr ditdftinlni; and ab«M of placa : 
To MKh I Mr, if any such thera be, 
Cone, taa thata Ticaa puniabcd in me I** fte^ 

(Pram " Raleigh's CaTaat to aacara Comtiarai" followinr 
tba abora im Um eaao IIS. ; Ibirty-aight suoiaa of aix Ud« 

IV. 

Amwsu TO " TlIB LlB('* CIIIBPLT aUCII AS GOmtECT 

Raleioii witu tuat Pokm. 

I. 

Go» acho af tha mind, a carelcat truth protest i 
Make answrr that nrdlr JKnarljr no stomach can digeat : 

Per wbj ? Tkt lh*§ dancant is over base to tell ; 
To M it caaa from Italy ; to them it came from helK 

What reason proTes, confess; what slander saith, deny: 
Let no nntmth with triumph pass ( but never give the lie I 

Confess, in glittering court all are not gold that shina t 
Tat aaj one pearl and much flne gold g[l]ows in the prince's 
mind. 

Confess that many [weeds] do overgrow the ground t 
Tct say, within tha*6ald of God good com is to be found. 

Confess, soma Judge unjust the widow's right delay ; 
Tat say tharu are some Samoela that never say her nay. 

Admltv sama man of atate do pitch his thoughta too high } 
la that a rule for all tha rest, their loyal hearU to try ? 

Tour wits are in the wane ; your autumn in the bod ; 
Tan argna feam partscniars ; your reason is not good. 

And still that man may see less reason to command you, 
I marvul mosC, ameogat tha rest, how schools and arte oiSenf 



Bat why pursaa I thua tha witless words of wind? 
Tha BMra the crab doth seek to creep, the more she is behin< 

In chnreh and eammanwaalth, in court and country both 
What! nothing good? but all [s]o bad that every man dot 



Tha Atfthar thai yon range, your armr ia the wider s 
Tha baa aooMtiawa doth hooey anck, but aura yon are 
. spMerl 

Aad so my eonnsal is» fer that yon want a nama, 
1\» aaak aaaMcemar in the dark tohida yourself from than 

Than wny tha sOlj ij within yaw spltalhl wabt 
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Roth charch ami court may want yoa well ; thtj are not at 
such ebb. 

A» quarrels onca bef^an are not to quickly ended. 
So man}* faulta may aoon bo found, but mit eo toon amended. 

And when you come ag^n to pTO the world the 1m« 
I pray you tell them how to lire, and teach them how to dia. 

(Chetham MS. 801 S, pw 107, each line ai two. Fiiii 
printed by me, partially in 1842, and at length in 1845.) 

2. Tht Annter to the Im, 

Court's scorn, state's disgracing, potentates' scoff, gofam* 

ments' defacing, 
Princes' touch, church's unhallowing, arts' injury, Tirtna's 

debasing. 
Age's monster, honour*iB wasting, beauty's blemish, favovi's 

blasting, 
\Vit*s excrement, wisdom's Tomit, physic's scorn, law's comet. 
Fortune's child, valour's defiler, justice* revenger, friendship's 

bcguiler, 
Such is the song, such is the author} worthy to bo lawirdod 

with a halter. 

ICrroris Re^muio. 

Court's commender, state's maintainor, potentate's decider, 
goTemrocnts' gainer, 

Princea* praiser, church's preacher, arts' raiser, Tirtue's 
teacher, 

Age's rewarder, honour's strengthenar, beauty's guardcr, 
fsrour's lengthener, 

Wit's admirer, wisdom's scholar, physic's desirer, law's fol- 
lower, 

Fortune's blamer, nature's obsenrer, justice'' prsdaimer, 
friendship's preserver; 

Such is the author, such is the song; returning the halter, 
contemning the wrong. Sk. Wa. Ra. 

(Ma Ashm. 781, p. 164. Printed from that MS. mnonf 
Baiei^'i om noeais in the Oxford edition of hla works, Tiii. 
785.) 

X JSxiruet/nm aiutikgr pomimiponrif 
Anawer to f Ac ~ 



St. 2. 

" The Court hath settled snreneas 
In banishing such boldness; 



XXfiii EXTRACTS ON RALEIGIl'S 

The Cbarch reUins h«r parenen, 

Though Atheists show their coldness: 
The CoBit and Church, though baset 
Turn lies into thj face." 

8t. 3. 
" The Potentates reptj* 
• Hmhi hassy by them edvancedf 
Siaieterij soaresl high. 

And at their actions glanced : 
They, for this thankless part, 
Tuni lies into thy heart,*' ke. 

(US. Tun, 306, fol. 189; written stania by stania at 

the aide of a copy of the original poem.) 

V. 

TU RsACTfON AFTER HIS DbATB. 
I. 

** hadat thou serred thy Heroine all thy daysl 
Had Heaven from stormaof enry screened thy bays I 
Hadet then still flourished in a warlike reign. 
Thy sword had made a conquest, like thy pen I 
Bnt nought to snch untimely fate couldi bring 
The vfllkal wtitfeeif but a oommf Ainy." 

(*'PhAaiz Briunnicns,'* 1732. p. 453; Oldys* ^ Life of 
Rnleigh,'' p. cIzxxt., slightly altered. I have taken one 
void from Oldys* copy.) 

f. 

" 1 will not weep; lor 'twere as great a sin 
To shod a tear for thee^ as to have been 
Am actor in thy death. Thy life and age 
Was bat a TariOM seene on Fortune's stage. 
With whom thou tagg'st and stror'st even out of breath 
la thy long toil, ne'er mastered till thy death ; 
Amd then, despite of trains and cruel wit, 
didst at ooee subdue malice and it. 



** I dm not then so blast thy memory 
As aatr I do lament or pity thee. 
Won I to chooeo a Mib|)ect to beetow 
Mj ptty o«« he should be one aa low 
Im w^IkH m deaeKf that durst not die, 
JBaft nrtlmr wore coatent by elarery 
1W §mnktm Wbi or X would pit/ those, 
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Thy most industrioas and friendly foes, 

Who^ when they thought to make thee scandal's itoryi 

Lent thee a swiher flight to heaven and glory ; 

That thooght, by catting off some withered da\*f 

Which thou coald'st spare there, to eclipse thy pniaei 

Yet gave it brighter foil ; made thy ag'd fame 

Appear mors white and fair than foul their shame i 

AimI did promote an execution 

Which, but for them, nature and age had done. 

" Such worthless things as these were only bom 
To live OH pity's alms, too mean for acorn. 
Thoa diedst an envidus wonder, whose high fate 
The world roust still admire, scarce imitate." 

(From Bishop Henry King's ** Poems, Elegies, ParMloscf« 
and Sonnets/' 1657, p. 97, as ** An Elegy upoo 8. W. B.* 
Also in OldySf p. ccxxxi.) 

3. 
*' Great heart, who taught thee thus to die, 
Heath yielding thes the victory? 
Where took'st thoa leave of life ? If hers, 
How could'st thou be so free from fear? 
But sure thou diedst, and quittedst the state 
Of flesh and blood before that fate : 
Else what a miracle were wroaght^^ 
To triumph both in life and thought t 
I saw in eveiy stander by 
Pale Death ; Life only in thine ej^e. 
Th^ legacy thou gav*st, we then 
Will sue for, when thoa diest again. 
Farewell I Truth shall this story say,— 
We died,— thoo oolv livedst that dav 1" 

(Printed in Shirley's '*ltft of IUleigb."<itf /«., as ~a 
taftte of the poetry of those times.** It occurs in MS. Bawl. 
Misc. 609, p. 35, along with the preceding elegy t also 
among the Hawthomdeo M8S. vol.viii. as by ** A. D.," and 
was printed froia this last copy by Mr. Laing, *'Ai«h. 
Scot.*^ iv. 238.) 
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APPENDIX B. 

ALPHABETICAL LIST OF POEMS WHICH HAVE 

BEEN ASCRIBED TO SIR W. RALEIGH 

WITHOUT OR AGAINST EVIDENCE. 

I. 

^RE women fair ? are, wondroiu fur to 8m toow*' — 
Included among ** Poems tupposed to b^ written 
bv Sir W. Raleigh/* in the Lee Priory ed. of 
Davieon't " Poetieal Rhapsody,'' toI. ii. p. 89» 
on no evidence bat the signatare*'Ignoto.'* Title, 
** An InTeetiTO against; Women." An anonymous copy in 
the Peivy folio i see Famivairs edit. vol. iii. p. 364. 

X. ** As at noon Dnlcina rasted."— Given to Raleigh in 
Ellis's •* Specimensy" edit. 1801 (not reUined in edit. 181 1 ). 
Thence Cayley and Brydgcs, and the Oxford editon. No 
cf id e n ce whaterer. An anonymous copy in the Percy folio { 
see Fnmivaira edit. vol. It. p. St. 

8. " Come, gentle herdman, ait bv me.'* — Among Ra- 
leigh'b poems in Lee Priory ed. of 'Davison's ** Poetical 
Rhapeody** (ae abore), vol. ii. p. 92. No eridence but the 
aifMtari ** Ignoto." Title, " Eclogue." 

4. ** Come, live with me and be my dear.**— E. H., p^ 
llC,aa a secoiMl reply to Marlowe's song (see this vol. p. 10). 
U ie headed, " Another of the same nature made since," 
and aigned " Ignoto." Hence claimed for Raleigh by Ellis, 
Cnyl^, Brydges, and the Oxford eflitnrs. 

5. ^ Curydon, ariae, my Conrdon."— E. H., p. 78, signed 
•* IgMto.** Hence claimed for Raleigh by Brydges anti the 
Oxibid editera. There is an anonrmous copy in the " Crown- 
OflriMd ef Golden Reeee," 1613,' p. 68, repr. 

d. ^ Conrt^ c e m me n der, state's maintainor."— A defence 
ef •• The Lie" in the Ashm. MSS.| claimed for Raleigh by 
Ikn Oxfoid edUflra. (See it fai this vol. above, p. xxviL) 

7« * Oonri^ aeom, state's diagradng."—- The attach to 
vkieh the above ie a reply. Printed among Raleigh's poems 
hj the Osfofd editon. (See H ia thia vol abovi^ p. xxvii.) 
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8 " Eternal morcri whose diiTased glorf."— Sir Hcdit 
Wottoii's (tee it in this toI. p* 91). Errooeouslj dained 
for Rsleigh in the ** Topographer," on the auihoritjr of a 
jx M« MS. 

9. " Farewell, je gilded follies, pleasing trooUesI"— 
Author uncertain. (See it in this vol. p. 109.) Ascribed to 
Raleigh hj Sir H. Nicola.s without any known anthoritjr. 

10. " Her, down-a-down, did Dian eiai^.'^^E. H., pi 135, 
as '* A Nymph*8 disdain of Lore," signed ** Ignoto." Henoe 
claimed for Kaleigh bjr Brydges and the Oxford editors. 

11. <« If lore be life, I long to die.**— £. H., p. ill, as 
" Dispraise of lore and lo%'ers' follies," signed ** Ignoto." 
Hence claimed for Raleigh by Brydges and the Oxford 
editors. It was added in the second ed. of £. H., firom 
Darison's " Poetical Rhapsody," and is really by A. W. 

12. '* In Peascod time, when hound to horn.'* — E. H., 
p. 206, as " The Sb#pherd*s Slumber," signed ** Ignoto** in 
the first editioiu Hence claimed for Raleigh by Br}'dgee 
and the Oxford editors. 

13. '* It chanced of late a shepherd's swain.**— In the 
first part of the Lee Priory ed. of Darison's *' Poetical 
Rhapsody," rol. i. p. 1 7, as " a Fiction how Cupid made a 
Nymph wound herself with his arrows." Brydges ** tus> 
peeled" it " to be Raleigh's, as well from internal eridenoe, 
as because it had the signature of' Anorooe' ( I) in the edition 
of 1602." Ibid. p. 40; see also his Introduction, p. 89, 
and *' £xc. Tudor.** ii. 123. It has been ascribed to Sidney 
Godolphin, though written, as Percy remarks, ** before be 
was bom." It is really by A. W. 

U. *' Lady, my flame still burning."— Hie first part of 
a " Dialogue betwixt the Lorer and his Lady** (see Ko. 23). 
Included among Raleigh's supposed poems in the Lee Priorr 
ed. of Darison's ** Poetical Rhapsody" (as before), ml. ii. 
p. 88. No eridence but the signature ** Ignoto." 

15. V Like desert woods with darksome shades obscwed." 
— E. H., p. 224, as " Thyrsis the shepherd to his pipe,** 
signed ** Ignoto." Hence claimed for Raleigh by B^ges 
and the Oxford editors. It is either bgp Lodge or *Dyer (sea 
note in this rol. p. 245). 

1 6. " Lore is the link, the kn<vt, the bend of nnity."— In- 
cluded among Raleigh's anpposed poena in the Lee Priory 



I 



XXXa LIST OF POEMS 

•d. oT DtviMin's " Poetical RhapMdr.** vol. ii. p. 90. No 
erldenoa but tho slgnatara *' Ipnoto.** 

17. " Man's Ufa's a trsf^lv : his mother's womb.** — 
Marked <« Ij^noto*' in •« Rei. Wotton.** and hence claimed 
for Ralei|;b br Bridges and the Oxford editors ; (see it in 
this Tol. p. ISO.) 

18. " My prime of roath is bat a ihwt of cares.** — ^Tych- 
bo«nie*sTer*es{ (see them in this vol. p. 1 14.) Mr. D*IsraeU 
says thaf'ther bava at onetime been assigned to Raleigh;*' 
on what authority I do not know. 

19. ** Mr wanton Mose, thnt wliilome wont to sini?.**— 
E. If., p. ii5» as " An herotcnl poem,** signed ** Ignoto.** 
lIoDce claimed for Raleigh br Kills, Cay lev, Brrdges, and 
the Oxford editors % (see it in this vol. p. 1 79.) It was added 
t« the second ed of K. If., from Davison's "Poetical 
Rhapsody/* and is really by A. W. 

90. *' Now hava I learnt with much ado at last."— E. II., 
A. 241, as '* a Deilanee to disdainful Love," signed " Ignoto.** 
Hence claimed for Raleigh by Ellis, Cayley, Brydges, and 
the Oxford editors. It was addecl to the second ed. of 
E. II., fhmi Davison's *< Poetical Rhapsody,*' and Is reallv 
hrA.W. 

91. ^ Quivering fears, heart-tearing cares.** — ^larked 
*' IgnoCo " in " Rel. Wotton." and hence claimed for Raleigh 
bv Brydgea and the Oxford editors; (see it in this volume, 
pT 106.) 

99. ** Rise, O my soul I with thy desires to heaven.**— 
Marked ** Ignoto** in '* Rel. Wotton." and hence claimed 
fbr Raleigh bv Biydges and the Oxford editors ; (see it in 
tlilsvol.p. lU.) 

93. ** 8weet liord, your flame still burning.*'— The lady's 



to the piece here numbered 14. Inclndetl among 
Raleigh's aupiMMed Poems in the Lee Priory ed. of Davis«>n*s 
^ Poetical Rhapsodv,** vol. Ii. p. 8S. No evidence but the 
aignataru ^ Ignoto.'' 

94. ** 8w«et violets, Love's Paradise, that spread." — 
K H., p. 1C1, as " The shepherd to the flowers," signed 
*« Ignoto." Hence claimed for Raleigh by Ellis, Gayley, 
BrfdgeatMid theOxfecd editors; (see it in thiavoLp. 174.) 

9A. "Tba fafiMt ptarU that northtm saaa do brsed."— 



WaoifGLT ASCRIBED TO RALEIGH, xnuii 

E. H., p. 936, u ** Lor* tha mljr prica of 1ot«," tlgsad 
" Ignoto." Hcnn claiDwd for Rakifth bj BfTdga ud lh« - 
Oxbrd edilon It wm wUkI to tha ttmad «d. of E. II, 
from DsnioD'i ■■ Poatical Rbipaodj," and ia reallj bf 

M. ** Tha fnnan inrie opp i anad with beapad mmw." — 
E. H., p. S.'W, a* ■■ Hm lorar'a abMiica kilb b*, bar pra- 
•eac«klIla(al.enra*]nw,''iiBiwd"I|^ato.'' Hcdc*. ' ' " 
for Bdaigh bj Br^rdgaa ud ifaa Oifgtd aditor*. 

■Idiid to lh« Mcond cd. of E. H., f " 

Rliapaodr," ud ii nti\j by A. W, 

37. 
tackm 
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THE POEMS OF 

SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 



WALTER RAWELY OF THE MIDDLE 
TEMPLE 

IN COMUKXDATIOK or TUB STXXL GLASS.' 
(1576.) 

^WEET were the sauco would pleue 
each kind of fauilo ; 
The life liken-ise wcra pure thu 

^ _ never swcrrod : 

For spiuful tongues in cankered Btomochs plaeod 

Deem worst of things which best (pcrcoso) 

dcservtMl. 

But what for that f This medicine amy soffiea 

To scorn the rest, and sock to [doase the wise. 

Though sundry minds in sundry sort do deem, 
Yet worthiest wights field praise for every ptin ; 

■ Praftzad ID GMTga GucaicM'* " SmI OIm." is;e. 
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Bot enTioitt brains do nought, or light, esteem 

8ueh statelj stops as they cannot attain : 
For whoso reaps renown above the rest, 
With heaps of hate shall surely be oppressed. 

WhcroforOy to write my censure of this book, 
This Glass of Steel impartially doth show 

Abuses all to such as in it look, 

From prince to poor, from high estate to low. 

As for the verse, who list like trade to try. 

I fear mo much, shall hardly reach so high. 



II. . 
THE EXCUSE. 

W&ITTXN BY SIB WALTBB BALXIQU IK HIS 
YOVNOKB YKAB8.' 

ALLINO to mind, my ^yts went long 
about 
To cause my heart for to forsake my 
brcasty 

All in a rsgo I sought to pull them out, 
As who had been such traitors to my rest: 

* OMts* ^ Uf9 of Bftlcigh," p. !▼., «*rroin the copy of a 
c de b ra u d lad/, Lady laabaUa Thynne, who probablj had 
H Mt of tha ramil/." Qootad by Puttenham in 1589, as 
** a mort cxeallant dittr, writtan by Sir 'Walter Raleigh." 
Ia M& AahB. 781, p. iss, it has the signature <'Sr. Wai 
BaWghi'' and In •*WH*s Interpreter,'' 1671, p. 205, it ia 
4aeeribed aa ■< by Sir Walter Raleigh.** In the *• Ph«sDix 
Keet," 16M, ^ 71, ia MS. Harl. 6910, fol. US. urm^ and 
ia 118. BawL S5, M. lOi, wrsob it it anonyiaMS. 
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What could thoy say to win again my gnioo ? — 
Forsooth, that they had seen my mistrosa' face. 

Another time, my heart I called to mind, — 
Thinking that he this woo on me had hronght, 

Because that he to love his force resigned, 
When of such wars my fancy never thought : 

What could he say when I would him have slain?— 

That he was hers, and had forgone my chain. 

At last, when I perceived both eyes and heart 
Excuse themselves, as guiltless of my ill, 

I found tnysdf the cause of all my smart. 
And told myself that I myself would kill : 

Yet when I saw myself to you was true, 

I loved myself, because myself loved you. 



IlL 
AN EPITAPH 

UPON THB RIOnT HONOURABLR SIA PmUP SIDVXT, 

KNIOBTy LORD OOYRRXOR OF FLUSHINO.^ 

(Died Ocr. 7, 15S6.) 

^ praise thy life or wail thy worthy death, 
And want ' thy wit, — thy wit high, 

pure, divine,— 
Is far beyond the power of mortal line, 
Nor any one hath worth that draweth breath ; 

■ Quoted in 1591, b^ Sir J. Uarington, m Sir W. 
lUleigh't: also at a later date bTDniminood of Uawtbom- 
Uen. Printed anonrmoutlT in the " Phoenix Nert," 1593, 
p. 8, and with Spenaer's *< Astrophel,'' 1595, Sign. K 9. 
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Tet rieh in leol (thoagh poor in learning's lore), 
And friendly eare obscured in secret breast, 
And We that envy in thy life suppressed, — 

Thy dear life done, — and death hath doubled more. 

And I, that in thy time and living state 
Did only praise thy yirtues in my thought, 
As one that seeld the rising sun hath sought, 

With words and tears now wail thy timeless fate. 

Drawn was thy race aright from princely line ; 
Nor less thui such, l^ gifts that nature gave, — 
The common mother that all creatures have, — 

Doth virtue show, and prinecly lineage shine. 

A king gave thee thy name ; a kingly mind, — 
That God thee gave,— who found it now too dear 
For this base world, and hath resumed it near 

To ait in skies, and sort with powen divine. 

Rent thy birth-days, and Oxford held thy youth ; 

The heavens made haste, and stayed nor yean 
nor timo ; 

The fruits of age grew ripe in thy fint prime ; 
Thy willy thy words ; thy words the seals of truth. 

Orrat gifts and wisdom rare employed thee thence. 
To treat from kings vrith those more great than 

kings; 
Sueh Hope men had to by the highest things 

On thy wise youth, to be transported hence. • 

Whence to sharp wan sweet honour did thee call, 
Thy country's love, religion, and thy friends ; . 
Of worthy men the marks, the lives, and ends, 

And her defeneoi for whom we labour all. 
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There didst thou Tonquiah shame and tedious age. 
Grief, sorrow, sickness, and base fortune's might; 
Thy rising day saw never woeful night, 

But passed with praise from off this worldly stage. 

Back to the camp by thee that day was brought, 
First thine own death ; and after, thy long fame; 
Tears to the soldiers; the proud Gostilian's shame; 

Virtue expressed, and honour truly taught. 

What hath he lost that such great grace hath won ? 
Young years for endless years, and hope unsure 
Of fortune's gifts for wealth that still shall dure : 

O happy race, with so great praises run ! 

England doth hold thy limbs, that bred the same ; 

Flanders thy valour, where it last was tried ; 

The camp thy sorrow, where thy body died ; 
Thy friends thy want ; the world thy virtue's fame ; 

Nations thy wit ; our minds lay up thy love ; 

Letters thy learning ; thy loss years long toeome ; 

In worthy hearts sorrow hath made thy tomb ; 
Thy soul and spright enrich the heavens above. 

Thy liberal heart embalmed in grateful tears. 
Young sighs, sweet sighs, sage sighs, bewail thy 

fall; 
Envy her sting, and spite hath left her gall ; 

Malice herself a mourning garment wears. 

That day their Hannibal died, our Scipio fell, — 
Seipio, Cicero, and Petrareh of our time; 
Whose virtues, wounded by my worthless rhyme. 

Let angels speak, and heaven thy praises tdL 
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IV. 

A VISION UPON THIS CONCEIT OP 

THE FAIRY QUEEN.^ 

(159a) 

ETHOUOHT I aaw the grave whore 
Laura lay, 
Within that temple where the Teetal 
flame 
Was wont to bum : and, passing by that way, 

To see that buried dust of liTing fame, 
Whose tomb iair Lore and fairer Virtue kept, 

All suddenly I aaw the Fairy Queen, 
At whose approaeh the soul of Petrareh wept ; 

And Ifom thenceforth those graces were not seen, 
For they this Queen attended ; in whose stead 

Oblifion laid him down on Laura's hearse. 
Hereat the hardest stones were seen to bleed. 

And groans of buried ghosts the heavens did 

• __ 
pierce : 

Where Homer's spright did tremble all for grief, 

And euiied the aeocas of that edesttal thief. 



> Appm Ui U SpMMr** '•Fairy Qomd,* books i-UU 
MSO»p.MS. 
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V. 

ANOTHER OF THE SAH£.> 

0590.) 

HE praise of meaner wits thia work like 
profit brings, 
As doth the cuckco^s song delight when 
Philumena ainga. 
If thou hast formed right true virtue*a face herein* 
Virtue herself can best diacem, to whom they 

written bin. 
If thou hast beauty praised, let her sole looks 

divine 
Judge if aught therein be amiss, and mend it by 

her cine. 
If Chastity want aught, or Temperanee her due. 
Behold her princely mind aright, and write thy 

Queen anew. 
Meanwhile she shall perceive how fitur her virtuea 

soar 
Above the reach of all that live, or such aa wrote 

of yore : 
And thereby will excuse and favour thy good will, 
Whose virtue cannot be expressed but by an angel's 

quill. 
Of me no lines are loved nor letters are of price, 
Of all which speak our English tongue, but those 

of thy device. 

' FhNB the mom; tignwl W. R. 
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VI. 

REPLY TO MARLOWE. 

1. Mablowb's Soho. 

the pamiohatb sbephkbd to his lots.' 

(Befora 1593.) 

OME live with mo, and be my love ; 
And wo wiU all the plenmircs prove 
That hills and valleys, dales and fields, 
Woods, or stoepy mountain yields. 

And we will sit upon the rocks, 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
If elodiotts birds sing madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of roses, 
And a thousand fragrant posies ; 
A eap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroiderod all with leaves of myrtle ; 

A gown made of the finest wool 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Fair-lined slippers for the cold, 
Wiitk buddes of the purest gold ; 

* Dra't " Ifsrimrc,** Hi. SM. An iniperftct copy was 
priSMi !■ tiM ^VtmioMf Pilgrim'* in 1599, ami ii is 
qMind !■ tbt ** Mtrrj WivM of Windaor," iiL 1. It wm 
priaitd M Itni^ vith If ariows** name in '* England's 
IIaileai^^ ISOOi and alto in WalCoa'a '•ComplaU Angler," 
1S5S» aa ** that sMoath aonfr which waa made hjr Kit Mar* 
laW| Mv al laaM Ukf yaan tgo." Ifariawa died algtg 

1S9Sw 
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A belt of straw and ivy-buds, 
With coral clasps and amber-studs : 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Gome love with me, and be my love. 

llie shepherd-swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May-morning ; 
If these delights thy mind may move. 
Then live with me, and be my love. 




2. Ralkioh's Explt. 
(Before 1599.) 



F all the world and love were young. 
And truth in e^xry shepherd's tongue. 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

But time drives flecks from field to fold. 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold ; 
And Philomel becomcth dumb ; 
The rest complains of cares to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields: 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall. 
Is fancy's spring, but sorrow's fall. 




' The first Tene WAS printiid in tbe<* Putionste _ „ 

in 1599, and the whole in «* Engltnd's Helicon," 1600, when 
the signatnro is Anoto. Also in Walton's "Complete 
Angler," ISftS. u *^mad% hy Sir Walter Raleigh in hie 
jonnger days.*' 
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Thj gowns, thy shoes, thy bods of roses, 
Thy sap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten,-— 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 
Thy ooral elasps and amber studs, — 
AU those in me no means can move 
To come to theo and be thy love. 

Bat eonld youth lost, and love still breed ; 
Had joys no date, nor age no need ; 
Then those delights my mind might move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 



VIL 

LIKE HERMIT POOR* 

(Dcfora 1593.) 

[IKE hermit poor in pensive place obscure 
I mean to spend my days of endless 
doubt, 
To wail sueh woes as time cannot reeure. 
Where nought but love shall over find me out. 
And at my gates despair shall linger still. 
To let in death 'when love and fortune will. 

■ AKritod to BaMgh in "1V>d«r s Msn« to-norrew 
MM^" lS4S-4t KIbk's Pamplilcta, BL M. vol. 139. It is 
muujmtM hi th« " PiMrais NatC,'* 1693, p. S9| in •« Tisall 
PMry,*" p. llSt hi MS. lUwL 96, fsL 21, mpmi la Harl. 
Itti 991IK M. 199, MfM^ Ae. 




SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 13 

A gown of grief my body shall attire, 

And broken hope shall be my strength and stay; 
And lato repentance, linked with long desire. 

Shall be the couch whereon my limbs 111 lay. 
And at my gates despair shall, linger still. 
To let in death when love and fortune will. 

My food shall be of care and sorrow made ; 

My drink nought else bat tears fallen fWnn mine 
eyes: 
And for my light, in such obscured sliade. 

The flames may serve which from my heart arise. 
And at my gates despair shall linger still, 
To let in death when love and fortune will. 



VIII. 
FAREWTilLL TO TIIE COURT." 

(Before 1593.) 

I IKE truthless dreams, so are my joys 
expired, 
And past return are all my dandled 
days. 

My love misled, and fancy quite retired ; 
Of all which past, the sorrow only sta}*8. 

* Signed W. R., with the ehore title, in*<Le Prince 
d*Ainour," 1660, p. 132, and on that authority, acknow- 
ledged bj OldTt, p. clxxiii. note, and inierted in the Oxford 
edition of Raleigh^ « Works," viii. 730 s correcUr, for it is 
quoted as his own br Raleifrh himaelf In the Hatheld M8.| 
see No. XX. line 144. There is an aaonymona copr in the 
<* PhoBOix Nest.* 1693, p. 7a 
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H J lost delights, now dean from sight of land, 
Ha¥o loft mo all alone in unknown ways, 

llj mind to woe, my life in fortune's hand ; 
Of all whieh past, tho sorrow only stays. 

As in a country strange without companion, 
I only wail the wrong of death's delays, 

Whose sweet spring spent, whose summer well nigh 
done; 
Of all whieh past, the sorrow only stays ; 

Whom eare forewarns, ere age and winter eold, 
To haste me henee to find my fortune's fold. 




IX. 

THE ADVICE.* 

[ANY desire, hut few or none deserve 
To win the fort of thy most eonstant 
will; 
Therefore take heed; lot fancy never 
swerve 
But unto him that will defend thee still : 
For this he sure, the fort of fame once won. 
Farewell the rest, thy happy days are done I 

Many desire, hut few or none deserve 
To pluck the flowers, and let the leaves to fall ; 

* SigiMd W. R., likt tiM ImC piect, in *• L« Princ* d'AuMwr,** 
ISSO, Pi ISS I Mid tiMftrora MC«pC«l by Oldyi and the Os- 
htd •ditort, vUL 731. Thtrt it an aaonymmit cvpv in 
MS. BawL PM. SA| M. 1 IS, m •• wriiim to M** A. Y.** 
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Therefore take heed ; lei fancy never swerve 
But unto him thai wiU take leavoB and all : 
For this be sure, the flower once pluekcd away. 
Farewell the rest, thy happy daya decay ! 

Many desire, but few or none deserve 
To cut the com, not subjcci to the sickle ; 

Therefore take heed ; lei fancy never swerve, 
Bui constant stand, for mowers' minds are fickle ; 

For this be sure, the crop being once obtained. 

Farewell the rest, the soil will be disdained. 




IN THE GRACE OF WIT, OF TONGUE, 

AND FACE.* 

(Defora 1593.) 

ER face, her tongue, her wit, so fiiir, so 
sweet, so sharp, 
First bent, then drew, now hit, mine 
eye, mine ear, my heart : 
Mineeye, mine cor, my heart, to like, to learn, to love, 

* A shorter oopT than the mhort occurs tnonvmovalT in 
th« ** Phttnix Nnt," 1593, p. 71, and is r«peatod in *« La 
Princo d'Amour," IGCO, p. 131, as **Tht Uver** Mass," 
with the signatara W. R., as in ths last two rases. Hanca 
it was accepted by Oldrs and tha Oxford aditom, viiU 790. 
The above copy is taken from Darison's ** Poetical Rhapsody,'* 
where it ia anonvmousi the title from editions 1611 and 
1621. In editieot 1609 and 160S, it is called *« A faporUne 
Sonnet.'' 
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Har iaee, her tongue, her wit, doth lead, doth teaeh, 

doth more : 
Har fiMse, her tongue, her wit, with beams, with 

eotind, with art, 
Doth Uind, doth charm, doth rule, mine eye, mine 

ear, my heart 

Mine eje, mine ear, my heart, with life, with hope, 

with akiU, 
Her faee, her tongue, her wit, doth feed, doth feast, 

doth fill: 
bee, O tongue, wit, with frowns, with checks, 

with smart, 
Wring not, vex not, wound not, mine eye, mine ear, 

my heart : 
This eye, this ear, this heart, shall joy, shall bind, 

diall swear 
Tour free, your tongue, your wit, to serve, to love, 

to fear. 



XI. 
PAIN WOULD I, BUT I DABE NOT.» 

AIN would I, but I dare not; I dare, 

and yet I may not ; 
I may, although I care not, for pleasure 
• when I play not. 

■ M& Bawl. S5. fol. 41 , mtm. with tht sifnuitore * W. R.** 
la spptftBtly a tat«r band : tbtnce inatrted in tha Oxford 
•dItkNi aC Rald|rh*t " Workm" vol. Tiii. p. 782, with tha 
tMi ** A Lorar'i Vaiica.'* There it an anonymooa eopj of 
tha tot thna itaoiai ia Had. Ma 6910, foL 164. 
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You laugh bocauM you like not ; I jest wheoiis I 

joy not ; 
You pierce, although you strike not ; I strike and 

yet annoy not. 

I spy, whcnus I speak not; for oft I speak and 

speed not; 
But of my wounds you reek not, because' you see 

they bleed not : 
Yet bleed they where you see not, but you the pain 

endure not : 
Of noble mind they be not that e^-er kill and cure 

not. 

I see, whenas I ^iew not ; I wish, although I 

crave not ;. 
I serve, and yet I sue not ; I hope for that I 

have not; 
I catch, although I hold not ; I bum, although I 

flame not ; 
I seem, whenas I would not ; and when I seem, I 

am not. 

Yours am I, though I seem not, and will be, though 

I show not ; 
Mine outward deeds then deem not, when mine 

intent you know not ; 
But if my sen-ing prove not most sure, although I 

sue not, 
Withdraw your mind and love not, nor of my ruin 

rue not. 
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XII. 

SIR W.VLTEE RALEIGH TO HIS SON.* 



^t« 



|HREB things thore be that prosper all 
apace, 
And flourish while they are osunder 
far; 

Btti on a day, they meet all in a place, 
And when they meet, they one onothlsr mar. 

And they be these ; the Wood, the Weed, the Wag: 
The Wood is that that makes the gallows tree ; 

The Wetd is that that strings the hangman's bag; 
The Wag, my pretty knave, betokens thee. 

Now mark, dear boy— while these assemble not, 
Green springs the tree, hemp grows, the wog 
is wild ; 

Bat when they meet, it makes the timber rot, 
It frets the halter, and it chokes the-child. 

Gon Blbss thb CniLn ! 
' « MS. MaloM 19, p. 130. 
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XIU. 

OX THE GAHDS AND DICE." 

EFORR tho Bixth day of tho next new 

ycsar, 
Strange wonders in tliia kingdom shall 

appear: 

Four kings shall be assembled in this isle. 
Where they shall kei^p great tumult for awhile. 
Many men then sliall have an end of erosses. 
And many likewise shall suslnia gr«at losses ; 
Many tliat now full joyful aro and glad. 
Shall at that time be sorrowful and sad ; 
Full many a Christian's heart shall quake for fear, 
Tlio dreadful sound of trump when ho sliall hear. 
Dead bones slioU then be tumbled, up and down, 
In every city and in every town, 
liy day or night this tumult shall not eease. 
Until an herald shall proelaim a peace ; 
An herald strong, the like was never bom, 
Whose very beard is flesh and mouth is horn. 

S' Wal. R. 

> MS. Maloos 19. p. 4». Aim aierilMd to Rsltigli la Um 
CftUlogM of Osford MSa. uuNif thott of a o. C. 
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XIV. 

THE SILENT LOVEB.^ 

ASSIGNS aro likonod bant to floods and 
Btrearos: 
The shallow munnur, but the deep 
aro dumb ; 
So, when affections yield discourse, it seems 

The bottom is but shallow whence they come. 
They that aro rich in words, in words discover 
That they are poor in that which makes a lover. 

Wrong not, sweet empress of my heart. 

The merit of true passion, 
With thinking that ho feels no smart. 

That sues for no compassion ; 

Since, if my plaints serve not to approve 

The conquest of thy beauty, 
It comes not from defect of love. 

But from excess of duty. 

' SigMd M btlow in • MS. formerly bekMiging to tht 
lato Mr. Ptektring. Tht tost oTtht Oxford edition, Tiii. 716. 
ii corrected horn e Rewl. MS. where the piece is ebeardlr 
iMMled •• Sir Weltor Releiffh to Queen EHaebeth.** AIm 
•eeilCned to Beleigh in the Lanedowne MS. of pome of U*. 
Browneli Poeme (Brjrdges, Piefece to Browne't Pnems, L.P. 
ISIS. p. •> In other old copies entitled *' To his Mistrese. bj 
8ir Walter Beleish ;** see *< Wit's Interpreter." 1 67 1 , p. U6 ; 
eaotber copy en p. 178 is nnonymons. The title given shore 
le Aval OldjTS. pb Iv. end the editions of Raleigh's Works. 
Tho pieee has been claimed on inferior evidence for Lord 
PHihi«ks.8ir B. Aytom^ and Lord Walden. 
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For, knowing that I sue to aerre 

A saint of such perfection. 
As all desire, but none deserve, ' ' 

A place in her aifeetion, 

1 rather choose to want relief 

Than rentnre the revealing ; 
Where glory recommends the grief, 

Despair distrusts the healing. 

Thus those desires that aim too high 

For any mortal lover, 
When reason cannot make them die, 

Discretion doth them cover. 

Yet, when discretion doth bereave 
The plainta that they should utt^ , 

Then thy discretion may perceive 
That silence is a suitor. 

8ilcnco in love bewrays more woe 
Than words, though ne'er so witty : 

A beggar that is dumb, you know, 
May challenge double pity. 

Then wrong not, dearest to my heart. 
My true, though secret, passion : 

He smarteth most that hides his smart, 
And sues for no compassion. 

S^W.E. 
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XV. 

A POESY TO PROVE APFEOTIOIf 
IS NOT LOVE.» 

(Btfon l«Ot.) 

CONCEIT, begotten by the eyes, 
Ib quickly born and quickly diet ; 
For while it eecke our hearts to haTe, 
Meanwhile, there reason makes his 

For many things the eyes approve. 
Which yet the heart doth seldom love. 

For as the seeds in spring time sown 
Die in the ground ere they be grown, 
Soeh is oonceit, whose rooting fails, 
As child that in the cradle quails ; 
Or else within the mother's womb 
Hath his beginning and his tomb. 

AHeetion follows Fortone*s wheds. 
And soon is shaken from her heels; 
For, IbUoiring beauty or estate, 
Her liking still is turned to hate; 
For all affections have their change. 
And fancy only loves to range. 

Desire himself runs out of breath, 
Aad, getting, doth but gain his death : 

• DavlMa't ** PMtiod ShapMdr,** 160i*16Sl. 
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Desire nor reason hath nor reat^ 
And, blind, doth aeldom chooae the best : 
Desire attained is not desire. 
But as the cinders of the fire. 

As ships in ports desired are drowned. 
As fruit, once ripe, then falls to ground, 
As flics that seek for flames are brought 
To cinders by the flames they sought ; 
So fond desire when it attains. 
The life expires, the woe remains. 

And yot some poets fain would prove 
Affection to be perfect love ; 
And that desire is of that kind, 
No less a passion of the mind ; 
As if wild beasts and men did seek ' 
To like, to love, to choose alike. 



XVI. 

''the L1E.» 

(Certaioly befim 1608; poMibly befera 1596.) 

0, Boul, the body's guest. 

Upon a thankless arrant : 
Fear not to touch the best ; 
The truth shall be thy warrant: 

* Signed •« Wt : Raleigh " in US. Cbethan, SOIS, p. lOS, 
And headed -Sir Walter Wrawlj hia lye " in a MS. of Mr. 
Collier'ai aee hia •• Bibl. Cat," toI. ii. ^ SS4. Alan aacribad 
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Go, since I neods- miist die. 
And give the world the lie. 

Saj to the court, it glows 
And shines like rotten wood ; 

Say to the church, it shows 
lil1iat*s good, and doth no good : 

If church and court reply, 

Then give them both the lie. 

Tell potentates, they live 
Acting by others* action ; 

Not loved unless they give, 
Not strong but by a faction : 

If potentates reply, 

Give potentates the b'e. 

Tell men of high condition. 
That manage the estate, 

Their purpose is ambition, 
Their practice only hate : 

And if they once reply, 

Then give them all the lie. 



to HaMgli by bom is a eonCmnporary aofwer in tht Chetbiiin 
1I& ^ 107, ud by implicatioii in tome otb«r •arly npUea ; 
■M Apptadix to tbt Introduction, A. No. lY. It was in- 
Mrtad by Bireh ia 17SI uaon^ lUltieb't •* Minor Work*.** 
voL U. p. dS6,'M " Tho Fartwell.** Mmt otbor old eopiM aro 
iioa y oa > ; cf. in DnviMNi't ** PooUcol RbapMdy,* 1608- 
IStI (pw 100)| ia US. Tnnn.,30S, fol. 1SS| in Harl. MS. 
•SIO, M. I4t, 9am, and in Hari. MS. SSSS.fol. 13ft. Soma 
•f thoM toata eoatala both addltiona and matilationa i and 
aparloai coplaa ara Ibaad among tha poama of Sylrtater, 
p. est, adIUaaa ISSS^ and 164U aad of Lord PMibtoka, 
p^lMtStftlaalSSO. 
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Tell them thftt brave it most. 
They beg for more by spendingy 

WTio, in their greatest cost. 
Seek nothing but commending : 

And if they make reply. 

Then give them all Uio lie. 

Tell leol it wanto devoUon ; 

Tdl love it is but lust ; 
Tell time it is but motion ; 

Tell flesh it is but dust : 
And wish them not reply. 
For thou must give the lie. 

Tell age it daily wastcth ; 

Tell honour how it alters ; 
Tdl beauty how she blasteth ; 

Tell favour how it falters: 
And as they shall reply, 
Give every one the lie. 

Tell wit how much it wrangles 

In tickle points of nieeness ; 
Tell wisdom she entangles 

Herself in over-wisencss : 
And when they do reply, 
Straight give them both the lie- 
Tell physic of her boldness ; 

Tell skill it is pretension ; 
Tell charity of coldness ; 

Tell law it is contention : 
And as they do reply, 
So give them still the lie. 
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Tell fortune of her blindness ; 

Tell nature of decay ; 
Tell friendship of unlundness ; 

Tell justice of delay : 
And if they will reply, 
Then gi\e them all the lie. 

Tell arts they have no soundness^ 
But vary by esteeming ; 

Tell schools they want profoundness. 
And stand too much on seeming : 

If arts and schools reply, 

Give arts and schools the lie. 

Tell faith it's fled the city ; 

Tell how the country erreth ; 
Tell manhood shakos off pity; 

Tell virtue least preferreth : 
And if they do reply, 
Spare not to give the lie. 

80 when thou hast, as I 

Commanded thee, done blabbing,— 
Although to give the lie 

Deserves no less than stabbing, — 
Stab at thee he that will, 
No stab the soul ean kill. 
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XYII. 

SIR WALTER RALEIGITS PILGRIMAGE.^ 

(Circ. 1603?) 

IVE me my scallop-shell of quiet, 
Mj staff of faith to walk upon, 
My scrip of joy, immortal diet, 
My hottle of solration, 
My gown of glory, hope's true gage ; 
And thus 1*11 take my pilgrimage. 

Blood must bo my body's balmor ; 

No other balm will there be giTen ; 
Whilst my soul, like quiet palmer, 

TravcUeth towards the land of heaven ; 
Over the silver mountains, 
^\liere spring the nectar fountains : 
There will I kiss 
The bowl of bliss ; 
And drink mine everlasting fill 
Upon every milken hill. 
Aly soul will be a-dry before ; 
But after, it will thirst no more. 

* In MS. Aihm. 3S, No. 70, it it entitled ** Ttnet lude 
bjSr. Welter Raleigh tbe night before he wee beheededi** 
e date prohablj taken bj inference from the cleeiag lioM. 
In a MS. belonging to the late Mr. Pickering, the title le 
the eame as ia here given from the old editioaa of Raleigh'b 
"RemainB.** There vn many other earlj copiee; la the 
beet of which the two condndiag lines are omitted. 
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Then by that happy blimful day, 

More peaceful pilgrims I shall see, 
That have cast off their rags of clay, 
And walk apparelled fresh like me. 

Ill take them first 

To quench their thirst 
And taste of nectar suckcts, 

At those clear wells 

Where sweetness dwells, 
Drawn up by saints in crystal backets. 

And when our bottles and all we 

Are filled with immortality, 

Then the bli^sscd paths we'll travel, 

Strowed with rubies thick as gravel ; 

Ceilings of diamonds, sapphire floors. 

High walls of coral and pearly bowers. 

From thence to heaven's bribcless hall, 

Where no corrupted voices brawl ; 

No eonscitficc molten into gold, 

No forged accuser bought or sold. 

No cause deferred, no voin-spcnt journey. 

For there Clirist is the king*s Attorney, 

Who pleads for all without degrees. 

And He hath angels, but no fees. 

And when the grand twelve-million jury 

Of our sins, with direful fury, 

Against our soqls black verdicts give, 

Christ pleads His death, and then we live. 

Be Thott my speaker, taintless pleader, 
UnUotled lawyer, true procoeder I 
Then givest salvation even for alms ; 
Not with a bribed lawyer's palms. 
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And thiB is mino eternal pica 
To Ilim that mndo heaven, earth, and aea, 
That, since my flesh must die so soon. 
And want a head to dine next noon. 

Just at the stroke, when my veins start and spread. 

Set on my soul an everlasting head ! 

Then am I ready, like a palmer fit. 

To tread those blest paths which before I writ. 

Of death and judgment, heaven and hell. 
Who oft doth think, must needs die well. 




XVIll.i 

IlIAT is our life? The play of passion. 
Our mirth ? Tlie music of division : 
Our mothers' wombs the tiring-houses 
bo, 

Wlicre we are dressed for life s short comedy. 
The earth the stogo ; Heaven the spectator is, 
Who sits and views whosoever doth act amiss. 
The graves which hide us from the scorching sun 
Aro like drawn curtains when the play is done. 
Thus playing post wo to our btcst rest. 
And then we die in cnmcst, not in jest. 

S' W. R. 

* From a MS. rortnerljr belonging to the late Mr. Picker^ 
ing. It iraa printed Anonymously in n masic^book of ISIS s 
•ee ** Cennnra Lit.," vol. ii.' u. 103, 2nd edition ; and is fonnd 
alao in 11& Adim. 3S, p. 55, and M& Aahm. 38, fol. 154. 
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TO THE TRANSLATOR OP LUCAN.« 

(1614.) 

AD Lucon hid tho truth to please tho time. 
Ho hod boon too unworthy of thy pon. 
Who never sought nor over cared to elimb 
By flattery, or seoking worthleasmen. 
For this thou hast been bruised ; but yet those scars 

Do beautify no less than those wounds do, 
Raeoivcd in just and in reh'gious wars ; 
Though thou hast bled by both, and bearest 
them too. 
Change not I To change thy fortune 'tis too late : 

Who with a manly faith resolves to die, 
May promise to himself a lasting state, 

Though not so great, yet free from infamy. 
Sneh was thy Lucan, whom so to translate. 
Nature thy muse like Lacan*s did create. 

W. R. 

■ PMSxad Co Sir A. Oorgtt* Usiitlitioo of Lacan*s 
" PksiMlls,*' ISU. 
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*^ CONTINUATION OP THE LOST 
POEM, CYNTHIA; 

KOW nBST FUBLISHKD PBOM THS UATFIBLD ]«•* 

(I604.UI8?) 

I. 

F Cjmthia bo a Queen, a prineesB, and 
supreme. 
Keep these among the rest, or say it vsa 
a dream; 
For tho8e timt like, expound, and those that loathe, 

express 
]ilcaning8 according as their minds ore moved more 

or less. 
For writing what thou art, or shoving what thoo 

were, 
Adds to the one disdain, to the other hut despair. 
Tliy mind of neither needs, in both seeing it 
exceeds. 

n. 

My body in the walk cnptived 
Feels not the wounds of npiteful envy ; 

But my thralled mind, of liberty deprivedy 
Fast fettered in her ancient memory, 

Doth nought behold but sorrow's dying fibos: 
Such prison erst was so delightful, 

As it desired no other dwdling plaee : 
But time's efleets and destinies despitefU 

HAtfltUl IIS&, vol. cxliv., Ibl. S98, Mk •< Is flir 
Wslter't mi hud.'* 
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HaTO changed both my keeper and my fore. 
L9ve*8 fire and beauty*8 light I then had store ; 

Bat now, oloeo kept, as eaptives wonted are, 
That food, that heat, that light, I find no more. 

Despair bolts up my doors ; and I alone 

Speak todead walls ; but those hear not my moan. 



III. 

THE 2l8T AXD LAST BOOK OF THE 

OCEAN, TO CYNTIHA. 

[UFFICETH it to you, my joys interred, 
In simple words that I my woes 
complain ; 
You that then died when first my fancy 
erred,— 
Joj's under dust that never live again ? 

If to the living were my muse addressed, 
Or did my mind her own spirit still inhold. 

Were not my living passion so repressed 
As to the dead the dead did these unfold. 

Some sweeter words, some more becoming verso 
Should witness my mishap in 'higher kind : 

Bat my love'a wounds, my fancy in the hearse, 
The idea but resting of a wosted mind, 

The blossoms fallen, the sap gone from the tree. 
The broken monuments of my great desires, — 

From these so lost wliat may the affections be ? 
What heat in einders of extinguished fires ? 
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Lost in tho mud of those high-flowing 8treams» 
Which through more fairer fields their eoorses 
hend, 

Slain with self-thoughts, amaxed in fearful dreams. 
Woes without date, discomforts without end : 

• 

From fniit[lc88] trees I gather withered loaves, 
And glean the broken ears with miser's hand, 

Who sometime did enjoj the weighty sheaves; 
I seek fair flowers amid the brinish sand. 

All in the shade, even in the fair sun days. 
Under those healthless trees I sit alone. 

Where joyful birds sing neither lovely lays. 
Nor Philomen recounts her direful moan. 

No feeding flocks, no shepherd's company. 
That might renew my dolorous conceit, 

While happy then, while love and fantasy 
Confined my thoughts on that fair flock to wait ; 

No pleasing streams fast to the ocean wending, 
The messengere sometimes of my great woe ; 

But all on earth, as from the cold storms bending. 
Shrink from my thoughtsin high heavens or bdow. 

Oh, hopeful love, my object and invention, 
Oh, true desire, Uie spur of my conceit, 

Oh, worthiest spirit, my mind's impulsion, 
Oh, eyes transpersant, my afiection's bait; 

Oh, princely form, my fancy's adamant, 
Divine eoneeit, my pains' aooeptanee. 

Oh. all in one I oh, heaven on earth tranqMrentI 
The seat of joys and love's abundance I 
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Out of that man of miracles, my muse 

Oathcrod those flowers, to her pure senses 
pleasing; 

Out of her eyes, the store of joys, did choose 
Equal delights, my sorrow's counterpoising. 

Her regal looks my vigorous sighs suppressed ; 

Small drops of joys sweetened great worlds of 
woes; 
One gladsome day a thousand cares redressed ; — 

Whom love defends, what fortune overthrows? 

When she did well, what did there else amiss? 

When she did ill, what empires would have 
pleased? 
No other power eflceting woe or bliss. 

She gave, she took, she wounded, she appeased. 

The honour of her love love still de\nsing, 

. Wounding my mind with contrary conceit. 
Transferred itself sometime to her aspiring, 
Sometime the trumpet of her thought's retreat. 

To seek new worlds for gold, for praise, for glory, 
To try desire, to* try love severed far. 

When I was gone, she sent her memory, 

Morestrong than were ten thousand shipsof wur : 

To call me back, to leave great honour's thought. 
To leave my friends, my fortune, my attempt ; 

To leave the purpose I so long had sought, 
And hold both cares and comforts in contempt. 

Such heat in iee, such fire in frost remained, 
Such trust in doubt, such comfort in despair, 

Which, like the gentle lamb, though lately weaned, 
Flayswith the dug, though finds no comfort there. 
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But (M a body, nolcntly slain, 

I^taincth ii-annth although the spirit bo gone, 
And by a power in naturo moves apiin 

Till it bo laid below tho fatal stone ; 

Or as tho earth, e\Tn in. cold winter days. 
Left for a time by her life-giving sun, 

]>oth by tho power remaining of his rays • 
Produce some green, though not as it hath done ; 

Or as a wheel, forced by the fulling stream. 
Although the courso bo turned some other way. 

Doth for a time go round upon tho beam, 
Till, ^ranting strength to move, it stands at stay ; 

So my forsaken heart, my withered mind, — 
Widow of all tho joys it onoo poesosKod, 

My hopes clean out of sight with forced wind. 
To kingdoms strange, to lands far-off addreascd. 

Alone, forsaken, friendless, on tho shore 

With many wounds, with death's cold pangs 
embraced, 

Writes in the dust, as one that could no more, 
Whom love, and time, and fortune, hod defaced ; 

Of things so great, so long, so manifold. 

With means so weak, the soul even then depicting 

The weal, tho woo, the passages of old. 
And worlds of thoughts described by one last 
sighing. 

As if, when alter Phccbus is descended, 

And leaver a light much like the past day's 
.daiAning, 

And, every toil and laboiur wholly ended. 
Each living creature drawoth to his resting, 



.'! 
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We should begin by such a porting light 

To write the story of all ages post, 
And end the same before the approaching night. 

Bueh is again the labour of my mind, 
Whoso shroud, by sorrow woven now to end, 

Hath seen that e?er shining sun declined, 
80 many years that so eould not descend^ 

^ But that the eyes of my mind held her beams 

In every part transferred by love's swill thought; 
Far off or near, in waking or in dreams, 
Imagination strong their lustre brought 

Such force her angolie appearance hod 
To master distance, time, or cruelty ; 

Such art to grieve, and after to mnko glad ; 
Such fear in love, such love in majesty. 

Hy weary lines her memory embalmed ; 

My darkest ways her eyes make dear as day. 
What storms so great but Cynthia's beams appeased ? 

What rsgo so fierce, that love could not allay? 

Twdve years entire I wosted in this war ; 

Twelve years of my most happy younger days ; 
Bat I in them, and they now wasted are : 
r^ 13 '^ Of an which post, the sorrow only stays.** 

80 wrote I once, and my mishap foretold, 
lly mind still feeling sorrowful success ; 

Bven OS before a storm the marble oold 
Doth by moist tears tempestuous times express, 

80 felt my heavy mind my harms at hand, 
Which my vain thought in vain sought to reeure : 

At middle day my sun s^med under land, 
When any little ebttd did it obseurs. 
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And as tho icidos in a winter's day, 
Whcnas the sun shines with unwonted warm, 

So did my joys melt into secret tcnrs ; 

So did my heart dissolve in wasting drops : 
And as the season of the year outwears, 

And heaps of snow from off the mountain tops 

With sudden streams the valleys overflow, 
So did the time draw on my more despair : 

Then floods of sorrow and whole seas of woe 
Tho banks of all my hope did overbear. 

And drowned my mind in depths of misery : 
Sometime I died ; sometime I was distract. 

My soul the stage of fancy's tragedy; 
Then furious madness, where true reason lacked, 

Wrote what it would, and soourged mine own 
conceit. 
Oh, heavy heart ! who can thee witness bear? 
What tongue, what pen, could thy tormenting treat. 
But thine own mourning thoughts which present 
were? 

What stranger mind bdievo the meanest part? 
What altered sense conceive the weakest woo, 
That tore, that rent, that pierced thy sad heart? 

And as a man distract, with triple might 
Bound in strong chains doth strive and rage in 
vain, 

Till, tirod.and breathless, he is forced to rosty— » 
Finds by contention but incresse of poiot 

And fiery heat inflamed in swollen breast; 
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80 did mj mind in ehange of passion 

From woe to wrath^ from wroth return to woe, 
Struggling in Tain from love's subjection ; 

Thereforo, nil lifeless and all helpless bound, 
My fainting spirits sunk, and heart appalled. 

My joys and hopes lay bleeding on the ground, 
lliat not long since tho highest heaven scaled. 

I hated life and eursed destiny ; 

The thoughts of passed times, like flames of hell, 
Kindled afresh within my memory 

The many dear aehiovements that befcU 

In those prime yean and infancy of love. 
Which to describe wero but to die in writing ; 

Ah, those I sought, but vainly, to remove. 
And vainly shaU, by which I perish living. 

And though strong reason hold beforo mine eyes 
The images and forms of worlds past, 

Teaching the eause why all those flames that rise 
From forms external can no longer last. 

Than that those seeming beauties hold in primo 
Love*8 ground, his essenoci and his empery, 

All slaves to age, and vassals unto time, 
Of which repentance writes the tragedy : — 

Bui this my heart's desire could not conceive. 
Whose love outflow the fastest flying time, 

A beauty that can easily deceive 
The arrest of years, and eroeping age outclimb. 
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A spring of beauties which time ripcth not-^ » 

Time that but works on frail mortality ; I 

A sweetness which woc*8 wrongs outwipcth not. 
Whom love hath chose for his divinity ; ) 

A vcstnl fire that bums but never wasteth, 
That loscth nought by giving light to all, 

That endless shines each where, and endless lastoth^ 
Blossoms of pride that can nor fade nor fall ; 

Those were those marvellous perfections, 
The parents of my sorrow and my envy, 

MoAt deathful and most violent infections ; 
These be the tyrants tliat in fetters tie 

Their wounded vassals, yet nor kill nor euroi 

But glory in their lasting misery — 
That, as her beauties would, our woes should dure—' 

These bo the effects of powerful empery. 

Yet have these woundors want, which want com- 
passion; 

Yet hath her mind some marks of human nee ; 
Yet will she be a woman for a fashion, 

So doth she please her virtues to deface* 

And like as that immortal power doth seat 

An element of waters, to allay 
The fiery sunbeams that on earth do boaty 

And temper by cold night the heat of day. 

So hath perfection, which begat her mind, f 

Added thereto a change of fantasy, 
And left her the affections of her kind, 

Yet free from every evil but cruelty. 
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But leave her praiee ; speak thou of nought but 
woe; 

Write on the talo that Borrow bide thee tell ; 
Strive to forgety and care no more to know 

Thj earcs are known, by knowing those too well. 

Describe her now as she appears to thee ; 

Not as she did appear in days fordone : 
In love, those things that were no more may be. 

For fiiney seldom ends where it b^gun. 

And as a stream by strong hand bounded in 
From nature's course where it did sometime run, 

By some small rent or loose part doth begin 
To find escape, till it a way hath won; 

Doth then all unawares in sunder tear 
The foreed bounds, and, raging, run at large 

In the ancient channels as they wonted were ; 
Such is of women's love the careful charge,-— 

Held and maintained with multitude of woes ; 

Of long erections such the sudden fall : 
One hour diverts, one instant overthrows. 

For which our lives, for which our fortune's thrall 

So many years those joys have dearly bought ; 

Of which when our fond hopes do most assure, 
An is dissolved ; our Ubours come to nought ; 

Nor any mark thereof there doth endure : 

No more than when small drops of rain do fall 
Upon the parched ground by htet updried ; 

No codling moisture is perceived at all, 
Ner any show or sign of wet doth bide. 
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But as the fields, clothed with leaves and flowers. 
The banks of roses smelling precious sweet* . 

Hare but their beauty's date and timely hours. 
And then, defaoed by winter's cold and sleet, 

• * • « * 

So far as neither fruit nor form of flower 
StsjTs for a witness what such branches borSy 

But OS time gave, time did again devour. 
And change our rising joy to falling oars: 

So of affection which our youth presented ; 

When she that from tho sun reaves power and 
light. 
Did but decline her beams as discontented. 

Converting sweetest days to saddest night, 

AU droops, all dies,. all trodden under dust, 
The person, place, and passages forgotten ; 

The hardest steel eaten with softest rust, 
The firm and solid tree both rent and rotten. 

Those thoughts, so full of pleasure and content. 
That in our absence were affection's food. 

Are razed out and from the fancy rent ; 

In highest grace and heart's dear care that stood, 

Are cost for prey to hatred and to scorn, — 
Our dearest treasures and our heart's true joys ; 

The tokens hung on breast and kindly worn, 
Are now elsewhero disposed or held for toys. 

And those which then our jealousy removed, 
And others for our sskes then volued dear, 

The one forgot, the rest are dear beloved. 
When all of ours doth strange or vild appear. 
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Those streamB seem standing puddles, which before 

We saw our beauties in» so were they dear ; 
BelphoBbe*s course is now observed no more; 

That fSur resembbince wearcth out of date ; 

Our ocean seas are but tempestuous waves, 
And all things base, that blessed were of late 



And as a field, wherein the stubble stands 
Of harvest past, the ploughman's eye ofibnds ; 

He tills again, or tears them up with hands, 
And throws to fire as foiled and fruitless ends, 

And takes delight another seed to sow ; 

60 doth the mind root up all wonted thought, 
And scorns the care of our remaining woes ; 

The sorrows, which themselves for us have 
wrought. 

Are burnt to cinders by new kindled fires ; 

The ashes are dispersed into the air ; 
The sighs, the groans of all our post desires 

Are dean outworn, as things that never were. 

With youth is dead the hope of love's return, 
Who looks not bade to hear our after-cries : 

Where he b not, he laughs at those that mourn ; 
Whence he is gone, he scorns the mind that dies. 

When he is absent, he believes no words; 

When reason speaks, he, careless, stops his ears ; 
Whom he hath left, he never grace afibrds. 

Bat bathes his wings in our lamenting tears. 

Unlasting passion; soon outworn conceit^ 
Whersoii I builty and on so durdess trust I 
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My mind had wounds, I dare not say deceit. 
Were I resolved her promise was not jost. 

Sorrow was my rerenge and woe my hate ; 

I powerless was to alter my^desire ; 
My lore is not of time or bound to date ; 

My heart's internal heat and living fire 

Would not, or could, be quenched with suddeii 
showers ; 

My bound respect was not confined to days ; 
My vowed faith not sot to ended hours ; 

I love the bearing and not bearing sprays 

Which now to others do their sweetness send ; 
The incarnate, snow-driven white, and purest 
azure. 
Who firom high heaven doth on their fields descend. 
Filling their bams with grain, and towers with 
treasure. 

Erring or never erring, such is love 

As, while it lasteth, scorns the account of those 
Seeking but self-contentment to improve. 

And hides, if any be, his inward woes. 

And will not know, while he knows his own passiont 

The often and unjust perseveranee 
In deeds of love and state, and every action 

From thatfirstday and year of their joy's entrance. 

But I, unblessed and ill-bom creature. 
That did embrace the dust her body bearing. 

That loved her, both by &noy and by nature, 
That drew, even with the milk in my first suddng. 
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Affeetioii from the parent's breast that bare mo, 

Have found hor os a stranger so severe, 
Improving my mishap in each degree ; 

But love was gone : so would I my life were ! 

• 

A queen she wos to me, — no more Belphcebe; 

A lion then, — no more a milk-white dove ; 
A prisoner in her breast I oould not be ; — 

She did untie the gentle chains of love. 

• « « « « 

Love was no more the love of hiding 

AH trespass and mischance for her own glory : 
It had been such ; it was still for the elect; 

But I must be the example in love's story ; 
This was of all forepost the sad effect. 

But thou, my weary soul and heavy thought, 
Made by her love a burthen to my being, 

Dost know my error never was forethought. 
Or ever could proceed from sense of loving. 

Of other cause if then it had proceeding, 
I leovo the exemo, sith judgment hath been 
given; 

The limbs divided, sundered, and ableeding, 
Oumot complain the sentence was uneven. 

This did that nature's wonder, virtue's choice, 
The only paragon of time's begetting, 

Difjae in words, angelical in voice, • 

That spring of joys, that flower of love's own 
■etting, 
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The idea rcmainiDg of those golden ages. 

That beanty, braving hearens and earth em- 
bahning. 
Which after worthless worlds but plaj on atoges, 
Sueh didst thou her long since deseribey yet 
sighing 

That thy unable spirit could not find aught. 
In heaven's beauties or in earth's delight. 

For likeness fit to satisfy thy thought : 
But what hath it availed thee so to write ? 

She cares not for thy praise, who knows not theirs ; 

It's now an idle labour, and a tale 
Told out of time, that dulls the hearer's ears ; 

A merchandize whereof there is no sale. 

Leave them, or lay them up with thy despairs ! 

She hath resolved, and judged thee long ago. 
Thy lines are now a murmuring to her ears, I 

Like to a falling stream, which, passing slow. 

Is wont to nourish sleep and quietness ; { 

So shall thy painful labours be perused. 

And draw on rest, which sometime had regard ; 
But those her cares thy errors have exeused. 

Thy dajTS fordone have had their day's reward ; 

So her hard heart, so her estranged mind, 
In which above the heavens I once reposed ; 

So to ihy error have her ears inclined, 

And have forgotten all thy past deserving. 
Holding in mind but only thine ofienee; 

And only now affeeteth thy depraving. 
And thinks all vain that pleadeth thy defence. 
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Tet greater fancy beauty never bred ; 

A more desire the heart-blood never nourished ; 
Her sweetness an affection never fed, 

Which more in any ogo hath ever flourished. . 

The mind and virtue never have begotten 
A firmer love, since love on earth hod power ; 

A love obscured, but cannot be forgotten ; 
Too great and strong for time's jaws to devour ; 

Containing such a faith as ages wound not, 
Core, wakeful ever of her good estate. 

Fear, dreading loss, which sighs and joys not, 
A memory of the joys her grace begat ; 

A lasting gratefulness for those comforts past, 
Of which the cordial sweetness cannot die : 

These thoughts, knit up by faith, shall ever last ; 
These time assays, but never can untie, 

Whose life once lived in her pearl-like breast, 
Whose joys were drawn but from her happiness. 

Whose hearts high pleasure, and whose mind s 
true rest, 
Proceeded from her fortune's blessedness ; 

Who was intentivo, wakeful, and dismayed 
In fears, in dreams, in feverous jealousy. 

Who long in silence served, and obeyed 
With secret heart and hidden loyalty. 

Which never change to sad adversity. 
Which never ago, or nature's overthrow, 

Which never sickness or deformity, 
Which never wasting care or wearing woe. 

If subject unto these she could have been,— 
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Which never words or wits malicious. 
Which never honour's bait, or world's fame. 

Achieved by attempts adventurous. 
Or aught beneath the sun or heaven's frame 

Can so dissolve, dissever, or destroy 

The essential love of no frail ports eompouniM, 
lliotigh of the same now buried be the joy, 

The hope, the comfort, and the sweetness ended. 

But that the thoughts and memories of those 
Work a relapse of passion, and remain 

Of my sad heart the sorrow-sucking bees ; 
The wrongs received, the frowns pcreuade in vain. 

And though these medicines work desire to end,. 

And are in others the true cure of liking, 
The salves that heal love s wounds, and do amend 

Consuming woe, and slake our hearty sighing, 

They work not so in thy mind^s long decease ; 

External fancy time alone recureth : 
All whose effects do wear away with ease 

Lo\*e of delight, while such delight endureth ; 
Stays by the pleasure, but no longer stays • • . . 

But in my mind so is her love inclosed. 
And is thereof not only the best part, 

But into it the essence is disposed : 
Oh love I (the more my woe) to it thou art 

Even as the moisture in each plant that grows ; 

Even aa the sun unto the froien ground ; 
Even OS the sweetness to the incarnate rose ; 

Even as the centre in each perfect round : 
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Am water to tho fish, to men as air. 
As heat to fire, as light nnto the sun ; 

Oh lore I it is hat vain to say thou were ; 
Ages and times cannot thy power outrun. 

Thou art tho soul of that unhappy mind 

Whieh, being by nature made an idle thought, 

B^gan even then to take immortal kind, 

When first her virtues in thy spirits wrought. 

From thee therefore that mover eannot move^ 
Because it is become thy cause of being ; 

Whatever error may obscure that love, 
Whatever frail effect in mortal living, 

Whatever passion from distempered heart, 
What absence, time, or injuries effect. 

What iaithleBS friends or deep dissembled art 
Pireseot to feed her most unkind suspect. 
* ***** 

Tet as the air in deep caves underground 

b strongly drawn when violent heat hath vent, 

Great clefts therein, till moisture do abound. 
And then the same, imprisoned and uppent, 

Breaks out in earthquakes tearing all asunder ; 
80, in the centre of my dovei^ heart — 

Xyhoartytowhom her beauties were such wonder- 
lies the sharp poisoned head of that love's dart 

« 

Which, till all break and all dissolve to dust, 
Thcoee drawn it eannot be, or therein known : 

TherOt mixed with my heart-blood, the fretting rust 
Tkm better part hath eaten and outgrown. 
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But what of those or these? w what of ought 
Of that which waa, or that which is, to treat? 

What I possees is but the same I sought: 
My love was false, my labours were deeeiU 

Nor less than such they are esteemed to be ; 
A fraud bought at the price of many woes ; 

A guUe, whereof the profits unto mo- 
Gould it be thought premeditate for those ? 

Witness those withered leaves left on the tree. 
The sorrow- worn face, the pensive mind ; 

The external shews what may the internal be : 
Cold care hath bitten both the root and rind. 

Butstay,mythoughtSymakeend: give fortune way: 
Harsh is the voice of woe and sorrow's sound : 

Complaints cure not, and tears do but allay 
Orie& for a time, which after more abound. 

To seek for moisture in the Arabian sand 

Is but a loss of labour and of rest : 
The links which time did break of hearty bands 

Words cannot knit, or wailings make anew. 

Seek not the sun in clouds when it is set. . . • 
On highest mountains, where those oedars grew, 

Against whose banks the troubled ocean beat. 

And were the marks to find thy hoped port. 
Into a soil far off themselves remove. 

On Sostus' shore, Leandcr*s late resort. 
Hero hath left no lamp to guide her love. 

Thou lookest for light in vain, and storms arise; 
She sleeps thy death, that erst thy danger sighed ; 
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StriTa then no more ; bow down thy weary ey< 
£ye0 whieh to all those woes thy heart have 
goided. 

She is gone, she is lost, she is found, she is ever fair : 
Sorrow draws weakly, where love draws not too : 

Woe's eries sound nothing, but only in loTe*s ear. 
Do then by dying what life cannot do. 

Unfold thy floeks and leave them to the fields. 
To feed on hilb, or dales, where likes them best, 

Of what the summer or the spring-time yields, 
For lore and time hath given thee leave to rest. 

Thy heart which was their f<dd, now in decay 
By often storms and winter's many blasts. 

An torn and rent becomes misfortune's prey ; 
False hope my shepherd's staff, now age hath 
farast 

My pipe, which love's own hand gave my desire 
To sing her praises and my woe upon, — 

Despair hath oflon threatened to the fire> 
As vain to keep now all the rest are gone. 

Thus home I draw» as death's long night draws on ; 

Yet eveiy foot, old thoughts turn book mine eyes: 
Oonstnint me guides, as old ago draws a stone 

Against the hiU, which over- weighty lies 

For feeble arms or wasted strength to move : 
Uy steps are backward, gazing on my loos, 

My mind's affection and my soul's sole love. 
Not miied with flmqr's ehaff or fortune's dross. 
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To God I leave i(» who firet gave it me* 
And I her gave, and she returned again, 

Ab it was hers ; eo lot Hia mercies be 
Of my last eomforts the esBential mean. 

But be it so or. not, the effects are past ; 
Her love hath end ; my woe muat ever last 

The end of the hookt of the *« Oceen'e Lvre to Qjrathia,* 
end the heginniag of the 2SBd hook, enUreetiag of 8en«w. 

My days' delights, my spring-time joys fordone, 
Whidi in the dawn and rising sun of youth 
Had their creation, and were first b^gun, 

Do in the evening and the winter sad 
Present my mind, which takes my time's account. 
The gncf remaining of the joy it had. 

My Umos that then ran o'er themselves in these. 
And now run out in other's happiness, 
Bring unto those new joys and new-born days. 

So could she not if she were not the sun. 

Which sees the birth and burial of all else. 
And holds that power with which ahe first begun. 

Leaving each withered body to be torn 
By fortune, and by times tempestuous, 
Which, by her virtue, once fidr fruit have bom ; 

Knowing she can renew, and can create 
Green from theground,and flowersevenoutof stone. 
By virtue lasting over time and date, 

Leaving us only woe, which, like the moss, 
Having compassion of unbnried bones. 
Cleaves to mischance, and unrepaired leas. 

For tender stalk»— 

(MS. ehniptij eada h«t.) 
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ZXI. 

SIB WALTER RALEIGirS PETITION TO 

THE QUEEN 

(aHHB of BSHIfAltK).* 
(U18.) 

HAD truth power, the guiltless eould 

not fall, 
Haliee win glory, or revenge triumph ; 
But truth alone cannot encounter all. 

Uerqr is fled to God, which mercy made ; 
GMOpaasion dead ; iaith turned to policy ; 
Fnends know not those who sit in sorrow's shade. 

For what we sometime wore, we are no more : 
Portoae hath changed our shape, and destiny 
Defaced the very form we had before. 

All lore, and all desert of former times, 

Haliee hath covered from my sorereign's eyes, 

And largely laid abroad supposed crimes. 

But kings call not to mind what vassals were. 
Bat know them now, as envy hath described them : 
So can I look on no side from 



> Hiwtbocadw M88. in tlM Ubniy of Iht Antiqwritn 
flocii^srfleolkndi vol. vUL "Drammond MlaodlanW 
IL finl piiBtod Iqr Mr. D. Lidng in ••Arehaol. Scot.,'* 
T«L Iv. Mb 1914. TlM eriglii«r titto.num "•& W. 
BaghllM PMiliMi te tks QM«Mb ISIS." 
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Gold walls ! to you I speak ; but you oro acnadi 

Celestial Powers ! you hear, but have dctenoiii 

And shall deteimine, to my greatest happinc 

Then unto whom shall I unfold my wrong. 
Cost down my tears, or hold up folded hands ? 
To Her, to whom remorse doth most belong ;^ 

To Her who is tho first, and may alone 
Be justly called the Empress of the Bretanos. 
Who should hare mercy if a Queen have non< 

Save thoeo'that would have died for yourdofenc 
Save him whose thoughts no trcoaon ever tointe 
For lo ! destruction is no recompense. 

If I have sold my duty, sold my ioith 
To strangers, which was only due to One ; 
Nothing I should esteem so dear os death. ^ 

• 

But if both Ood and Time shall make you knc ' 
That I, your humblest vassal, am oppressed, 
Then cast your eyes on undeserved woe ; 

That I and mine may never mourn the miss 
Of Her we hod, but praise our living Queen, 
Who brings us equal, if not greater, bliss. 




SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 65 



zxin. 

FRAGMENTS AND EPIOBAMS. 



mGf: 



I. 
|HIS made him write in a gtaae window, 
obvious to the Queen's eye*- 
''' Fkin would I climb,yetfear I tofiJL' 

Her Majesty, either espying or being 
shown it, did under-write — 

•<' If thy heart laib thee, elimb not at all/ "" ^ 

n. 

** Sir Wa. Rawlst made this rhyme upon the 
name of a gallant, one Mr. Noel:^- 

" Noe. L. 
«' 'The word of denial and the letter of fifty 
Makes the gentleman's name that wiU nerer be 
thrifty.' 

** And Noel's answer : — 

"*Raw. Ly. 
" The foe to the stomaeh and the word of di^graee 
Shews the gentleman's name with the boUiaoe.'"* 

* Folltr, " Worthiw of Englaadt** DtvoBthlrt, p. tSl. 

• M«iBlBgfatiB'« ^Di«ry/' udcr d«t« Dte. SO^ 1601; 
Carndta Sodttj tditka, ^ 109| aad ColUw*! "Hiat Dim.- 
PfMCfy,**!. ass, sole flotwhl diffwtal ia IIS. Msloot 
19, p. 4a. 
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> in. 

III Tain mine eyes, in vain yc 
In Tain my sighs, tho smokes 
In Tain you search the earth 
In Tain ye seek ; for Fortune 

IT. 

Wirp wisdom's eyes had but 
Then had my love, my lore ft 

T. 

Bpitafh ov TEH Earl 

(Ditd Sept. 4, 1 

HiBB h'es tho noUe warrim 

sword ; 
Here lies the noble courtier 

word; 
Here lies his excellency that g 
b Here Ues the L of Leicester I 

hAte. 

TI. 

Epitapk oh ths Eabl 
(Dtod Mftj S4, 1 
Hsu lies HobUnol, our past 
That onoe in a quarter our flc 

■ PattmbMB't " Art of Enfclbh 
. « ^ this writtm by Sir Walter 
■riilrait la aotl •zctllrat Ttnat.** 

* PatteBhm, ML^ p. l%7, u 
Bsleigh'i rmj •wMi.'* 

* Col»«r'i *• Bibltotprtphicd Gat 
ftwi a Bridftwattr M& Ittoanon; 
daa 1188. 1 tad ia a aborter ferai la J 

« ShM^'a *« life sf Rakicb,** p. 
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To plcoso us his cur ho kept under dog, 

And was erer after both shepherd and dog. 

For obktioH to IHm his custom was thus : — 

He first gave a trifle, then offered up us. 

And through his fiilso worship such power he did 

gain. 
As kept him o* th' mountain and us on the plain : 
Where many a hornpipe he tuned to his PhjUis, 
And sweetly sung Walsingham to 's Amaryllis. 

(Two Iium omitud.) 



Til. 

A POXX PUT INTO MT LaDT LaITOV's PoCXKT 

BY Sm Waltxb Ralxioii.* 

Ladt, farewell, whom I in silence serve I 
Would God thou knewost the depth of my desire ! 

Then mought I wish, though nought I can deserve, 
Some drops of graoe to slake my scalding firs; 

But sith to live alone I have decreed, 

in spare to speak, that I may spare to speed ! 

Tin. 

Sib W. Ralbtoh on thb Snuff of a Camdlb 

THB Night bbfobb hb Dibd.* 

CowABns [may] fear to die ; but courage stout, 
Rather than live in snuff, irill be put out. 

* ChctbAiB M&. S012,j». S5| tratid, bat •taritfibk. 

* RAldgh'i «« RtOMiDi,'' ^ 258, tdUioa 1661, fte. 
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ZXIY. 

METBIOAL TRANSLATIONS 
ooouBBoro nr sm w. bauxoh's histobt of 

THE WOBZiD* 

I. BOOK X. CH. X. § «. 
YirgU, JEb^ tL 724-7. 

^HE heaveii and earth and all the liquid 
main, 
The moon's bright globe and stars 
Titanian, 

A spirit within maintains; and their whole mass 
A mind^ whieh through each part infused doth paas, 
Fashions and works, and wholly doth transpierce 
All this great body of the univerM. 

XX. BOOK X. OH. X. § 7. 
Orid, MttflB. hr. 88S-8. 

Tn world diseems itself, while I the world behold ; 
By me the longest yean and other times are told ; 
I, the world's eye. * 

XXL BOOK X.. OH. X. § 11. 
0?id»natiii.TLlS| sad JnTwal, tIL SOI. 

'OAprsT (iite no counsel can prevaiL 
Kingdoms to sk?es by destiny, 
To eaptms triumphs giten be. 
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IT. BOOK L CH. I. § If. 
Ath«HMt(rAgathon: cf. Ar. Btk H. vi 4> 

Feov wisdom fortune diflTers fiur ; 
And yet in works most like they sre. 

▼. BOOK X. .CH. I. § 1ft. 
Ovid, R«Md. Am. 119. 

Whilb fuTf gsUops on the waj. 
Let no men fury's gsUop stsy. 

TI. BOOK L CH. n. $ 1. 
Ond, M^tttk i 76-S. 

MoBB holy then the rest» and nnderBtandingmorey 
A living ereatnre wants, to rule all made before; 
Soman b^gan to be. 

Tn. BOOK X. CH. n. $ a. 

Mariot Yietor, d« fMrrwito twi at aoribot Epist SO-SS. 

DisBASBfi, &mine» enemies, in us no ehange hare 

wrought; 
What erst we were, we are; still in the same anars 
eaught: 
No time can our corrupted manners mend ; 
In Tioe we dweU, in sin that hath no end. 
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▼m. BOOK I. CH« n« § f* 

Orid, IfeUm. 1. 4I4-S. 

FiOM tlienee our kind hard-hearted is, enduring 

pain and care J 
Approfing that our bodies of a stony nature are. 

IX BOOK I. CH. n. § s. 
AlUaoTMiiMt Eleg. d« eb« Mae. lld*4. 

Thb plants and trees made poor and old 
By winter envious. 
The spring-time bounteous 
. Coven again from shame and cold ; 
But never man repaired again 
His youth and beauty lost. 
Though art and care and cost 
Bo promise nature's help in vain. 

X. book I. CR. n. § «. 

CatnlL Cana. v. 4-6. 

Thb sun may set and rise ; 
But we, contrariwise, 
Sleep alter our short light 
One everlasting nighu 

XI, BOOK X. CH. m. § t. 
OvSd, Ifttan. i. <l-t. 

Ths Bast wind with Aurora hath abiding 

Among the Arabian and the Persian hills, 
Whom Itebus flrsl salutes at his uprising. 
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zn« BOOK I. CH. nx. § n 

Ovid, Matam. 1. 107-8. 

Tn joyful spring did ever last, and Zephyrus did 

breed 
Sweet flowers by his gentle blast, witlioat the help 

of seed. 

Xin. BOOK I. CH. XV. § s. 
Vifgfl, JEaM X. 490-1. 

Thb Amazon wi^ ereseent-formed shield 
Penthesilea leads into the field. 

ZIV. BOOK X. CH. y. § ft. 
Lacfji, Phanal. it. S73-St SSO-l. 

wASTiFUL riot, never well content 
With low-priced fare ; hunger ambitious 

Of cates by land and sea far fetched and sent; 
Vain glory of a table sumptuous ; 

Learn with how little life may be preserved. 
In gold and myrrh they need not to carouse ; 

But with the brook the people's thirst is served. 

Who, fed with bread and water, are not starved. 

XV. BOOK X. CB. V. § 8. 
John GuMm <mt of Orp]ieBa» ¥ngm* L. from Elym. U . 

Frok the earth and from thy blood, heaven, they 

came, 
Whom thereupon the gods did giants name. 
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tTL BOOK I. CH. TI. § a. 

Aattuadr* Bhod. tp. NaUL Con. I. 7 1 p. 12, cd. 161S. 

I 8ACBI7ICB to God Uio boof which you adore ; 
I broil the Egyptian eels, which you as Ood implore; 
Yoa fear to eat the flesh of swine ; Ifinditsweet; 
Yoa worship dogs; to beat them I think meet, 
VfheD they my store doTour. 

Zm. BOOK I. CH. TI. § s. 
JonaalfZT. 9*11. 

Thb Egyptians think it sin to root up or to bite 
Their leeks or onions, which they senre with holy 
rite. 
happy nations, which of their own sowing 
Have store of gods b every garden growing! 

Xnn. BOOK !• CH. TI. § 4. 
Ovid, UfUdD. L 16a 

Astbju last of heavenly wights the earth did leave. 

XXZ. BOOK X. OH. TI. § 4. 

. ConMlina 8evMs,iBUia, 43«5. 

Tn giants did advance thoir wicked hand 
Against the stars, to thrust them headlong down ; 
iAdy robbing Jove of his imperial crown. 

On eonquered heavens to lay their proud command. 
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XX« BOOK X. CH. TX. § S. 

Ljeophron* Altzandr. ISOO. 

Satuxk to be the fatter is not known. 
By being the graTo and burial of his own. 

SXI. BOOK I. CH. TX. § S. 
Sibylla, m. p. 227, •d. Paris, 15M. 

THures thus agreed, Titan made Saturn swear 
No son to nourish ; which by reigning might 
Usurp the right of Titan's lawful heir. 

XZn. BOOK I. CH. TL § f . 
Calliai. tic TOP 6ia, S, 9. 

Thb Cretans ever liars were; they esre not what 

they say; 
For they a tomb have built for thee, king that 

livest alway. 

XXtn. BOOK I. CH. TE. § T. 
Ettrip. Fragm. Milmipp. ti. Diad. 

Hbavxv and earth one form did bear ; 
But when disjoined once they were 

From mutual embraces. 
All things to light appeared then ; 
Of trees, birds, beasts, fishes, and nan 

The still remaining 
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XZIT. BOOK I. CH. TI. § T. 

OrpbcH It Ifsasiu; FVipa. I. from Jntt ICartt 
Cohort, ad Goot 1ft. 

Tnsir marb'ng this m j- sacred speech, but truly lend 
Thf liesrt that's reason V sphere, and the right way 

' ascend. 
And see the worM's sole king. First, He is simply 



Begotten of Himself, from whom is bom alone 
AU else, in which He'ssUU ; nor could it e'er befall 
A mortal eye to see Him once, yet He sees all. 

ZXr. BOOK X. CK. TI. § T. 
JJL Fkmgm. tL from Prodns. 

Thb first of all is Ood, and the same last ia He. 
God is the head and midst; yea, from Him all 

things be. 
Ood is the base of earth and of the starred sky; 
He is the male and female too ; shall never die. 
The spirit of all is Ood; the sun and moon and 

what is higher ; 
The kbg, the original of all, of all tho end : 
For dose in holy breast He all did comprehend ; 
Whence all to blessod light His wondrous power 

did send. 

zxn. book I. CH. vn. § 9. 

Orid, If oUm. zt. S9S4. 

BvBA and Helice on Achaian ground 

Are sooght in vain, but under sea are found. 
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zxvn. BOOK I. cs. TO. § a. 

Viigfl, JBomd, Via 318-29. 

Saturh dofloending from the IteaTena high, 
Foaring the arms of Japiter his aon. 

His kingdom lost, and banished, thence doth fly. 
Rude people on the mountain tops he won 

To live together, and by laws ; which done. 
He chose to call it 



XXmit BOOK Z. CHm TUm § IL 
Yugfl, iEiMid, Tui 9S8. 

Thxv come the Ausonion bonds and the Sicanian 
tribes. 

xnz. BOOK I. CH. yn. § t. 

Ofid, FMt^ ^ 103-4. 

Thb ancients called me Chaos ; my great yean 
By those old times of which I sing i^pears. 

XXX. BOOK X. CH. Tin. § t. 
TlboU. Eleg. I. viL Sa 

Trmvs knew first how ships might use the wind. 

XXXI. BOOK I. CH. Yin. § t. 
L«ctii« Pbanal. it. 131*5. 

Ths moistened osier of the hoary wiUow 
Is woren first into a little boat ; 
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Then, clothed in bullock's hide, upon the billow 
Of a proud river lightly doth it float 

Under the waterman : 
So on the lakes of overswelling Po 
Sails the Venetian ; and the Briton so 

On the outspread ocean. 

ZXXII. BOOK !• CB. TOI. §4. 

ApoHon. Rhod. ArgonMt ii. 1004-6. 

Thb Ghalybes plough not their barren soil) 
Bat undermine high bills for iron veins; 

Ghanging the purchase of their endless toil 
For merchandiMy which their poor lives sustains. 

yixin. BOOK I. cb:* vizi. § n. f s. 

Ovid, FatU, n. 8S9-90. 

Thb Arcadians the earth inhabited 

Bre yet the moon did shine, or Jove was bred. 

zzzxv. book I. ch. z. § 9. 
Ovid, Mftam. iv. 57-8. 

Sbmibamis with walls of brick the city did enclose. 
XXXV. book l ch. X. § 7. 

8Mlttlillf,U 226^1. 

Ax I wretched thqr that worship vanities, 
And consecrate dumb idob in their heart ; 

Who their own maker, God on high, despise. 
And fear the work of their own hands and art t 
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• 

What fury, what great madnesB, doth b^nik 
Men's minds, that man should u^j shapes adore. 

Of birds or bulls or dragons, or the Tile 
Half-dog, half-man, on knees for aid implore 1 

XXXVI. BOOK I. CH« XI. § T. 
Gic De DiTin. n. 5S, tt al. 

If CaoEsirs over Halys go. 

Great kingdoms he shall overthrow. 

XXXVn. BOOK I. CH. XL § 8. 

Lnentiiis, n. 54-A. 

Wb fear by light, as ehildren in the dark. 

XXXVIII. BOOK II. CH. n. § 4, 
iEwhylnt, p. Y. 456-61. . 

But fortune governed all their works, till when 
I first found out how stars did set^and risoi— 

A profitable art to mortal men. 
And others of like use I did devise: 
As letters to compose in learned wise 

I first did teaoh, and first did amplify 

The mother of the Muses, Memory. 

xxxrg , BOOK n. ch. ti. § §. 

Oirid, Mmmb. L aSS-3. 

No man was better nor more just than he. 
Nor any woman godUer than she. 
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XL* BOOK n. CH. TEI. § a. f >• 
fiMooiofi Gtrm. xrlL 15, 16. 

I HAYS no wine of Oan nor Falerna wine. 
Nor any finr thy drinking of SareptaV ybe. 

ZU. BOOK n. CH. VII. § 4. *!' «. 
Tirgily Gtorg. n. 448 

Of yew the Itursans' bows were made. 

ZUI. BOOK n. CH. Tin. § 1. 
Vifgfly Aield. L 728-aa 

Thb qneen anon eommanda the weighty bowl, 
Weighty with precious stones and massy gold. 
To flow with wine. This Bdus nsed of old. 
And aU of BeLos' line. 

XLIII. BOOK n. CH. Tm. § 1. 
LaeaBy PharML lU. SSO-1. 

pHonaoiABs first, if fiune may credit have, 
la mde characters dared onr words to grave. 

XUT. BOOK II. CH. Vm. § 1. 

Diof . LMrt Tn. sa 

If a FhoBnidan bom I am, what then? 
CbMimvs was so ; to whom Oreeee owes 
The books of learned men. 



', 
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XLT* BOOK II. CH. X. § 1. 
TibiUlai, I. viL 18. 

Thb white dove is for holy hdd in Syria Fdeitine. 
XLTi. BOOK n. CH. zni. § s. 

Ofid, Am. n. U. 43-4. 

Hbrb Tantalus in water seeks for water, and doth 



The fleeting fruit he eateheth at; his long tongue 
brought him this. 

xLvu. book II. CH. xni. § t. 

Hocace, S«t. i. L 6S-70. 

Thb thirsting Tantalus doth eatch at streams that 

from him flee ; 
Why kughest thou ? The name but ehanged, the 

tale is told of thee. 

XLVni. BOOK II. CH. XIII. § 

Natalb Com. p. 687,«d. 1S12, oat of Pindtf, OL L S0-6S. 

Bkcausb thaty stealing immortality, 

He did both nectar and ambrosia give 

To guests of his own age to make them live. 

ZLIX. BOOK n.'CH. Kill. § IL 
TiboUat, L ur. 75^ ont of Hornw, Od. zi. ft7S. 

NiKB furlongs stretched lies Ti^rns, who for his 

wicked deeds 
The hungry birds with his renewing liver daily 

feeds* 



I 
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L. BOOK n. CH. XIII. § a. 
Chrid, HtraUL ztL 179-80. 

Bnoiro Dion thou shalt we with walk and towers 

high, 
Boilt with the harp of wise Apollo's harmony. 

LI. BOOK n. CH. XIII. § 4. 

Horaee, Od. m. zvi. 1-11. 

Tkb hrasen tower, with doors elose barred^ 
And watchful bandogs' frightful guard, 

Kept safe the maidenhead 
Of Danao fW>m secret love. 
Till smiling Venus and wise Jove 

Beguiled her father's dread : 
For, changed into a golden shower, 
The god into her lap did pour 

Himself and took his pleasure. 
Through guards and stony walls to break, 
Hie thunderbolt is far more weak 

Than is a golden treasure. 

Ln. BOOK II. CH. XIII. § I. 

i^cfttfasi ▼• sss^a. 

Iv aD this world had no original, 
But things, have ever been .as now they are 

Before the sioge of Thebes or Troy's last fall, 
Why did no poet sing some elder war? 
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Lin. BOOK IL CH. XIY. § 1. 

Virgil, iBMid, in. 104-12. 

Iv the main sea tho isle of Crete doth lie, 
Whence Jove was born ; thenoe is our progeny. 
There is Mount Ida ; there in fruitful land 
An hundred great and goodly cities stand. 
Thence, if I follow not mistaken (ame, 
Teuoer, the eldest of our grandsires, came 
To the RhcDtean shores, and reigned there 
Ere yet fair Ilion was built, and ere 
The towers of Troy, their dwelling-plaoe they 

sought 
In lowest valea. Hence Cybel*s rites were brou^t; 
Hence Corybantian cymbals did remove ; 
And hence the name of our Id«an grove. 

LIT. BOOK II. CS. XIT. § 1. 

Virgi], JEnM, m. 163-8. 

Hkspxria the Orecians call the place, — 
An ancient fruitful land, a warlike race. 
(Enotrians held it; now the later progeny 
Gives it their captain's name, and calls it Italy. 
This seat belongs to us ; hence Dardanus, 
Hence came the author of our stock, lasius. 

LT. BOOK n. CH. znr. § i. 

Virgil, JlDdd. vn. 805-1 1. 

8oxB old Aunmcans, I remember well^- 

Though time have miide the ftme obaenrs — would 1 

tea I 



f 
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Of Dtrdanua, how born in Italy ; 

From hence he into Phrygia did fly. 

And leaving Tiucane, where he erst had plaee» 

With Oorythus did sail to Samothraoe; 

Bat now enthronised he sits on high. 

In golden palaoe of the starry sky. 

LTI. BOOK XI. CH. XIT. § 1. 
Horace Od. it. is. S54. 

Uawt by valour have deserved renown 
Ere Agamemnon, yet lie all oppressed 

Under long ni^t, unwept for and unknown ; 
For with no saered poet were they blest 

LVn. BOOK n. OH. zxi. § «. 

Honet, Od. m. Iv. 45-S. 

Who rules the duller earth, the wind-swollen 

streams. 
The civil cities and the infernal realms^ 
Who the host of heaven and the mortal band 
Akme doth govern by his just command. 

hniU BOOK II. CH. XZII. § 6. 

AoMoiof, Bpi^. cznn. 

I AH that Dido which thou here dost see, 
Cnnnin^y framed in beauteous imagery. 
Like this I was, but had not such a soul 
As Maro feigned, incestuous and fouL 
iEaeas never with his Trojan host 
Bdidd ny Cmc, or landed on this coast. 
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But flying proud laiiMs' nUainy — 

Not mored by furious lore or jealousy — 

I did, with weapon efaaste, to save my famOf 

Make way for death untimely ere it eame. 

This was my end. But first I built a town. 

Revenged my husband s death, lived with reoowB. 

Why didst thou stir up Viigil» envious Muse, 

Falsely my name and honour to abuse? 

Readers, beUeve historians ; not those 

Whieh to the world Jove*s thefts and vise eqnse. 

Poets are liars ; and for verses' sake, 

Will make the gods of human erimes partake. 

Lix. BOOK n. CB. xxin. § 4. 

Hortet, Od. m. zzhr. 36-41. 

Nob southern heat nor northeni snow. 
That freeiing to the ground doth grow, 
The subject regions can fence. 
And keep the greedy merchant thence. 
The subtle shipmen way will find. 
Storm never so the seas with wind. 

LX. BOOK IL CH. ZXUI. § 5. 
Honwt, Od. IV. B. 17, 18. 

Suon as like heavenly wights do come 
With an Elean garland home. 

Lxi. BOOK n. CH. zxnr. § i. (Compare No. lit.) 

Yirgil, Jlodd. i. 5S0-B. 

Thbbb is a land which Oreeks Hesperia name, 
Ancient and strong, of much fertUity ; 

« 

I 
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• 

(Eootruma held it ; bat we hear by fame, 
That^ by lote ages of posterity, 
Tis from a captain's name called Italy. 

uai. BOOK IX. CH. xxir. § «• 

JvTtiiilyTUi. S7S-5. 

Yn, though thou feteh thy pedigree so far, 

Thy first progenitor, whoe'er he were, 

Some shq>herd was; or else — ^that 111 forbear. 

LXIIX. BOOK nX. CH. ni, § t. 
Horioe, Od. IIL U. 31-8. 

Sblbok the villain, though much haste he make. 
Lame-footed irengeanoe fails to overtake. 

LXIT. BOOK IT. CH. I. § 5. 
Hone*, Od. m. ztL 13-15. 

Bt gifts the Maeedon elave gates asunder, 
The kiQgs envying his estate brought under. 

LXV. BOOK rV. 0H« n. § 8. 
Hoatr, Od. Kvm. 1S5-S. 

Thb minds of men are ever so aifeeted 
As by Ood*s will they daily are directed. 

IXn. BOOK IV. OH. n. § !•• 
CUadiaa in Entropy i. S91-S. 

OvxB the Modes and light Sabeans reigns 

This female sex; and under arms of Queen 
Great part of the Barbarian land remains. 
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LXTn. BOOK ▼. CH. II. § I. 
JoTenml, Tin. 121-2. 

Hatb Special care that valiant poverty 
Be not oppressed with too great injuiy. 

LZVIU. BOOK r. CH. TI. § 11. 
Pftuun. (Til) XII. Tol. ill. p. 182. Siebetis. 

Okb fire than other bums more forcibly ; 

One wolf than other wolves does bite more sore ; 
One hawk than other hawks more swift doth fly; 

So one most mischievous of men before, 
Callicrates, false knave as knave might be, 
Met with Mcnalcidas, more false than he.^ 

LXIZ. BOOK V. CH« VI. § IS. 

Javmalt x. 9S-7. 

EvxK they that have no murderous wiU 
Would have it in their power to kill. 

* "A bje-wori, takfii up aiiioiig tb« Acbatas, wheaat that 
miMhieToiis CnUicratM, irlio bad been too bard for all 
wortby aod TirtiiDiia men, waa baatoo at bit owa waapoBt 
by oaa of bia own ooQditkNk" 
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NO PLEA8UBE WITHOUT PAIN.< 

(Bdbra 1576.) 

[WEET were the joys that both might 
like and last; 
Strange were the state exempt firom 
all distress; 
Happy the life that no mishap should taste ; 

Bleesod the ehanee might never change suceess. 
Were saeh a life to lead or state to prove. 
Who would not wish that such a life were love ? 

But oh ! the soury sauce of sweet unsure, 

When pleasures flit, and fly with waste of wind* 

The trustless trains that hoping hearts aUure, 
When sweet delights do but allure the mind ; 

When care consumes and wastes the wretched wight, 

WhOe ianey feeds and draws of her delight 

* Tkis and tbe ntzt flvt poemt an placed laat, beeaue I 
caaaoi aaMy mymlt that the avidaiica ia conclatiTa in 
Ralaigli'a Ctrow. Bat I do sot axdoda tbam altogatbar, 
baeaaaa la aach caaa thara la -aotoa arktaoca which othara 
hava aceaptadfaad aa atroagardaiai baa baao aai np far §aj 



" •" Paradiaa of Daiaty Daricat,'* 1576. aignad ** W. R.** 
ia ad. 157S| aaa GalliaA raprint, p. SO^ and •• BibL Gat.,*' 
val. L p. fldSi ligaad ^ W. Hmmia** In adlUona 16S0 and 
litS, whm II ia Va. 11| la aiharaditlaaaiicnad «£.&*' 
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. What life were love, if love were firee firom ptin ? 
But oh thftt pain with pleasure matched ahould 
meet I 
Why did the ooiuie of nature so ordain 

That angared eonr must noee the bitter sweet? 
Which sonr from sweet might anj means remore. 
What hap, what heaTen, what life, were like to lofe I 



THE SHEPHERD'S PBAISE OF HIS 
SACRED DIANA.! 

Bdbra 1593.) 

RAISED be Diana's fair and harmless 

light; 

Praised be the dews wherewiUi she 
moists the ground ; 
be her beams, the giory of the night ; 
Plraised beher power, by whichall powers abound. 

Praised be her nymphs, with whom she decks the 
woods; 
Plraised be her knights,in whom tmehonour lives ; 




* In •^EoglABd*! HtUcoD," 1600, Raleigh's initfaik „... 
fint affixed, but wwe oUitcniled bv pasting aver tliMi a aUp 
of papar with the wofd ** Ifnota" Tha piaea la auihad 
" W. R.** in F. Dariaon's eatalogna of tha poama fantainad 
in «« England's Halieon." HarL HS. SSO, fel. SS. Ii la 
aaoBjmana in tha '^Phstfiiz.Nsat,'' IMS, p. Sl 



78 THE POEItS OF 

Phused be that foroe, by which she movee the floods ; 
Let that Diana shine which all these gives. 

In heaiven queen she is among the spheres ; 

She mistress-like makes all things to be pure ; 
Eternity in her oft change she bears ; 

She bean^ is ; by her the fair endure. 

Time wears her not ; she doth his chariot guide ; 

Mortality below her orb is placed ; 
By her the virtues of the stars down slide; 

In her is virtue's perfect image cast 

A knowledge pure it is her worth to know : 
With Grees let them dwell that think not so. 

[S. W. R.] Igvoto. 



ZZYII. 

THE SHEPHERD'S DESCBIFTION OF 

LOVE.« 

(Dafora 1600.) 

[EPHERD, what's love, I pray thee 

tell? 
F<m, It is that fountain and that 
well 

Where pleasure and repentance dwell ; 
It is perhaps that sauneing bell 

* la ** Ba^Md't HtUeoD," 1600, with tht tm dgnatara 
oUhtntid, ai In No. »vL, and ueribtd to "& W. 
Bt«ly'*ia P. DtTlt«'alitl»HtfLM8.98aifoLM. liio 
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That tolls all into heaven or hell ; 
And this is love as I heard tell. 

Jfeft. Yet what is love, I prithee say ? 
Fom, It is a work on holiday ; 

It is December matohed with May, 
When lusty bloods, in fresh array. 
Hear ten months after of the play ; 
And this is love as I hear say. 

Mdi. Yet what is love, good shepherd, sain ? 
Fau, It is a sunshine mixed with rain ; 
It is a tooth-ache, or like pain ; 
It is a game where none doth gain ; 
The lass saith no, and would full fiun ; 
And this is love, as I hear sain. 

MelL Yet, shepherd, what is love, I pray? 
Fau, It is a yea, it is a nay, 

A pretty kind of sporting fray ; 
It is a thing will soon away ; 
Then,nymi^, take 'vanti^ while ye may; 
And this is love, as I hear say. 

MeU, Yet what is love, good shepherd, show? 
Fau, A thing that creeps ; it cannot go ; 
A prise that passeth to and fro ; 
A thing for one, a thing for moe ; 
And he that proves shall find it so ; 
And, shepherd, this is love, I trow. 

[S. W. R.] leiroTO. 

MnonymooM in DaTiton't ** Poetical Rhapeody," 1602, Ac., 

M '* Thi AMtomj of Lovt," with ao distinction of diologno, 

•nd tho Snt lino nmning • "Kow whnt ia lovt. I pnj thm 

toUf An imporfoet eop/ of tho Snt and latl itaasM ftra 

*• tho thiid Mac" in T. H^jrwood'a *«Rapa of Umea," 
ie08,Ao. ^ -^ .--, 
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zxvia. 

^ AS YOU GAME FBOM THE 
HOLY LAND.» 

*S you eame from the holy land 
Of Wabinghame, 
Met you not with my true lovo 
By the way as you came? 

How shall I know your true lore. 

That ha\'e met many one, 
As I went to the holy land. 

That have oome, that have gone? 

She is neither white nor brown. 

But as the heavens fair ; 
There is none hath a form so divine 

In the earth or the air. 

Soeh a one did I meet, good sir, 

Sueh an angelie face, 
Who like a queen, like a nymph, did appear, 

By her gate, hy her graee. 

> M& R«wl. S5. fol. 124; rigMd m infia, and htnce 
daiiMd for Baleifh by Dr. Bliat, Wood*! ** A. 0.,'* vol. U., 
a S4S, rad ioMrtod In the Oxfoid editioa of Baltigb's 
*<W«rki»'' ToL tUL p. 739, with the title "Falae Lore end 
IVm Ltnre.** There leea eBooymona eopj In Fucfn !!&• 
vel. m. f. 4S5, ed. rnmlvell t end it ie eleo In iJeloii^'a 
"Qwiniid ofOoedwIilt'* p. lll»FeRy Society leprint. 
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She haUi left mc hero all alone. 

All alone, as unknown. 
Who sometimes did me lead with herself, 

And me loved as her own. 

What*s the eause that she leaves you akme, 

And a new way doth take. 
Who loved you onee as her own. 

And her joy did you make? 

I have loved her all my youth, 

But now old, as yon see : 
Love likes not the falling fruit 

From the withered tree. 

Know that Love is a earekss ehild. 

And foists promise post ; 
He is blind, he is deaf when he list, 

And in faith never last. 

liis desire is a durdess eontent, 1 

And a trustless joy ; t 

He is won with a world of despair. 
And is lost with a toy. 



Of womankind such indeed is the bre. 

Or the word love abused. 
Under whieh many childish desires 

And eoneeits are ezeused. 

But true love is a durable fire. 

In the Quind ever burning. 
Never siek, never oU, never dead, 

Fkom itself never turning. 

Sb. W. R. 
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ZXIX. 

A POEM BY Sm WALTER KALEIGH.' 

HALL I, liko an hermit, dwell 
On a rock or in a cell, 
Calling homo the smallest pert 
That is missing of my heart. 
To bestow it, where I may 
Meet a rival every day ? 
If she undervalue me, 
What care I how fair she be ? 

Were her tresses angel-gold, 
If a stranger may be bold 
Unrebuked, unafraid. 
To convert them to a braid, 
And, with little more ado. 
Work them into bracelets too ; 

If the mine be grown so free, 

What care I how rich it be ? 

Were her hand os rich a prize 

As her hairs or precious eyes, 

If she ky them out to take 
* Kisses for good manners' sake, 

And let every lover skip 

From her hand unto her lip; 
If she seem not chaste to me. 
What care I hbw ehaste she be ? 

* ■■ London Migasine,*' Avgwit. 1734, p. 444, ontitlod m 
•boTi. Mtntionod on thot oothority only, bv Oldrt and 
(•lilMWMtly) RitMD, sad appoodod to lUltiffh^a "lifo " bv 
Gnyloy* 



i. 
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No ; she must Ih' perfect snow, 
In effoet os well as show ; 
Wanning but as snow-balls do. 
Not, like fire, by burning too ; 
But when she hyehnnge hath got 
To her heart a sceond lot, 

Then, if others share with me, 

Farewell her, whate'er she be ! 




TO HIS SINGULAR FRIEND. 
WILLIAM LITHGOW.* 

(1618.) 

;IIILES I admire thy first and seoond 
ways. 
Long ten years wandering in the 
world-wide bounds ; 
I rust amazed to think on these assays - 

That thy first travel to the world forth sounds: 
In bravest sense, oompendious ornate style. 
Didst show most rare ad%*enturc8 to this isle. 

And now thy second pilgrimage I see 
At London thou resolvest to put in light; 

Thy Libyan ways, so fearful to the eye, 

And Garamants their strange amaxing sight. 

> Prafixad to Litbgow't •• Pilgrim's Farawdl/' 161S. 



M POEHS or SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 

Ueaii«iul« this work nffonU b throe-fold gain 

In ftirj of thy Aefoe Ouulian vein ; 

Am tbon lor trmvels brookeat the greatwt name, 




tA^\^^19^^1 
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POEMS FBOM 
REMQULffi WOTTONIANA 

L 
A POEM WBTTTEN BT SIR HEXRY WOTTON 

IN HIS YOUTH.* 
(BcTon 160S.) 

FAITHLESS world, and tbj most 
faithless part, 

A woman's heart I 
The true shop of variety, where sits 
Nothing but fits 
And fevers of desire, and pangs of love, 

Which toys remove. 
Why was she bom to please? or I to trust 

Words writ in dost, , 

Snffering her eyes to govern my despair, 
My pain for air ; 




> •* R«l. Wotton.** AIM in DtviMn't *' Poetical Rbaptody," 
160:1, ftc, with WoUod's initltls, as ^ an Elesj." In ad. 
1 621 , p. 208, it baa the longw titla, ** Of a \Voman*s Heart.'' 
Wronglv claimed for Rudvard in the ** Poems of Pembroke 
and Rad.vard,*' 1660. p. 34. A cepgr ia M& RawL POet. 
147, p. 74, ii^Md " U. WotCan.*' 
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And fruit of time rewarded with untruth, 

The food of youth? 
Untrue she was ; yet I believed her eyes. 

Instructed spies, 
Till I WHS taught, that love was but a school 

To brood a fool. 
Or sought she more, by triumphs of denial, 

To make a trial 
How fiir her smiles commanded my weakness ? 

Yield, and confess I 
Excuse no more thy folly ; but, for cure, 

Blush and endure 
As well thy shame as passions that were rain ; 

And think, 'tis gain. 
To know that love lodged in a woman's breast, 

Is but a guest 

H. W. 



11. 

Sm HENRY WOTTON AND SERJEANT 

HOSZmS RIDING ON THE WAY.* 

OBLE, lovely, nrtuous creature. 
Purposely so framed by nature. 

To enthral your servant's wits : 
Wo, Timemustnowunite our hearts, 
Not for any my deserts, 
But because methinlu it fits. 

> * M. WoCton.'* 
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Ho. Dearost treosure of my thought. 
And yet wcrt tliou to be bought 
With my life thou wcrt not dear : 
Wo. Secret comfort of my mind» 
Doubt no longer to be kind« 
But bo 80, and so appear. 

//<>• Give mo love for love again ; 

Let our loves bo clear and plain ; 
Heaven is fairest, when 'tis dearesi : 
Wo. Lest in clouds and in difTering, 
We resemble seamen erring, 

Farthest off when we are nearest. 

Ho. Thus with numbers interchanged, 

Wotton's muse and mine have ranged ; 
Verse and journey both are spent : 
Wo. And if Hoskins chance to say, 
That we well have spent the day, 
I, for my part, am content 

H. W. 



111. 
THE ClIARACTEll OP A HAPPY LIFE,* 

(Crc 1614.) 

OW happy is he bom and taught 

That serveth not another's will; 
^liose armour is hb honest thought. 
And simple truth his utmost skill ; 

■ '^BeLWottoo.** 8«idtohftr«b6nipriBt«liiil614,witli 
Ortrimry^ *• WifO ftc| tramd st Didwich with tbe dsu 
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Whoso passions not his masters are ; 

Whoso soul is still prepared for death, 
Untied nnto the world by care 

Of publio fame or private breath ; 

Who envies none that chance doth raise. 
Nor vice ; who never understood 

How deepest wounds arc given by praise ; 
Nor rules of state, but rules of good ; 

Who hath his life from rumours freed ; 

Whoso conscience is his strong retreat ; 
Whoso stato con neither flatterers feed. 

Nor ruin make oppressors great ; 

. Who God doth late and early pray 
Moro of his grace than gifts to lend; 
And entertains the harmless day 
With a religious book or friend. 

This man is freed from servile bands 
Of hope to rise or fear to fall : 

liord of himself, though not of lands, 
And, having nothing, yet hath all. 

H. WOTTOK. 

1616; ADd qvotcd •• WoCton's to Diummond by Ben Jooaon 
in 1619. Mr. Cdllier haa prinUd « copjr from Den Jonton's 
hsBdwriting, *' Ufe of Alltrn,'* p. 53. Alto •• Wotton's in 
M8. Malono, IS, fel. 11; in M8. Mo]ont» 19, ^ 13S; and 
in CInrk'a ^ Aonn Lajpcondo,? 1682, p. 96. There art 
nray othtr old eopioi. Said to bo almoat iaentical with a 
Otrmra poam of tho anno agoi '*Notaa and Qnariea,** voL 
is«, pi 410. 
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IV. 

THIS IIYMN 

VA8 MADB BY BIB H. WOTTOX, WIHCN HB WAS 

AN AMBASSADOR AT TRNICB, IK THK 

TnOB OF A OBEAT 8ICK- 

KR88 THBBE.^ 

^TERNAL mover, whose diffused glor}% 
To show our grovelling reason what 
Thou art, 
Unfolds itself in clouds of nature's stoiy, 
Where man, thy proudest creature, acts his part, 
Wliom yet, alas, I know not why, wo call 
The world 8 contracted sum, the little all ; 

For what are wo hut lumps of walking clay ? 

Why sliould wo swell?, whence should our spirits 
rise? 
Are not hruto hensts as strong, and birds as gay, — 

Trees longer lived, and creeping things as wise? 
Only our souls were left an inward light, 
To feel our weakness, and confess Thy might. 

Thou then, our strength, Father of life and death. 
To whom our thanks, our vows, ourselves we owe, 

' " Rd. WottoB.*' EiTOiMoaalj Merited to Sir Wtltar 
Raleigh, as writun ** in tb« anqviet .rail of hi* laM ndh 
Msa,** in "TopofprmplMr,'' toI. U p» 4S5^ m IIm MtlMriCy af 
a Brit. Mat. MS. 
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From me, Thy tenant of this fading breath, 

Aeoept those lines which from Thy goodness flow. 
And Thou, that wert Thy regal Prophet's muse. 
Do not Thy praise in weaker strains reiTuse ! 

Let these poor notes ascend unto Thy throne, 
Where majesty doth sit with mercy crowned. 

Where my Redeemer lives, in whom alone 
The errors of my wondering life are drowned : 

Where all the choir of Heaven resound the same. 

That only Thine, Thine is the saving name ! 

Well, then, my soul, joy in the midst of pain : 
Thy Christ, that conquered Hell,shall from above 

With greater triumph yet return again, 
And conquer His own justice with His love ; 

Commanding earth and seas to render those 

Unto His bliss, for whom Ho paid His woes. 

Now have I done ; now are my thoughts at peace ; 

And now my joys are stronger than my grief: 
I feel those oomforts, that shall never cease, 

Future in hope, but present in belief: 
Thy words sre true, Thy promisee are just. 
And Thou wilt find Thy dearly-bought in dust ! 

H. WOTTON, 
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V. 

UPON THE SUDDEN RESTRAINT OF 
THE EARL OF SOMERSET 

THXN FALLING FROM FATOUB.^ 
(Ort. 18, 1615.) 

AZZLED thus with height of place, 
Whilst our hopes our wits beguile 
No man marks Uio narrow spoee 
^Twixt a prison and a smilo. 

Then, since Fortune's favours fade. 
You, that in her arms do sleep. 

Learn to swim, and not to wade ; 
For the hearts of kings are deep. 

But if greatness be so blind 

As to trust in towers of air, 
Let it bo with goodness lined. 

That at least the fall bo fidr. 

Then, though darkened, you shall say, 
When friends fail and princes frown. 

Virtue is the roughest way, 

But proves at night a bed of down. 

H. W. 

* « Rel. Woiton." Also m Wotton'i in Smcraft't MS.,TABn. 
465, fol. 61 vern; in Ua lUwl. Poet. 147, p. 97, with tb« 
erased title, <* Sr H. W. on ^ Duke of Somer. ;*' and in 
Clark's *< Anrea Legenda," 16Si, p. 97. In soim less 
authorized copies it is representsd as addressed **lo the 
Lord Baoon, when falling from favour." See Park's Wal- 
pole, - R. and M. A.,** roL IL p. SOS, noui and '•NoCas and 
Queries," toI. i. p. 302. 
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VL 

TO A NOBLE FRIEND IN HIS 
SICKNESS.* 

NTIMELY fever, rudo insulting guest. 
How didst thou with such unharmo- 
nious heat 
Dnre to distune his well-composed rest 
Whoso heart so just and noble strokes did beat ? 

What if his youth and spirits well may bear 
More thick assaults and stronger siege than this? 

Wo measure not his oourage, but our fear : 

Not wluit ourselves, but what the times may miss. 

Had not that blood, which thrice his veins did yield, 
Been better treasured for some glorious day, 

At furthest West to paint the liquid field, 
And with new worlds his Master's love to \my ? 

But let those thoughts, sweet Lord, repose awhile ; 

Tend only now thy vigour to regain ; 
And pardon these poor rhymes, that would beguile. 

With mino own gnef, some portion of thy pain. 

H. W. 

■^ •* R«L Wotton.** In -MS. Rawl. Poet 147, p. 101, it in 
entltlod <*0n tiM Daka of Diickinfcbam nick of a ftvar ;** and 
hu taa aignatttra ** Sr. llanry Wottoo.'* 
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VII. 

""on his mistress, the queen of 

BOHEMIA." 

(Ofv. 1620.) 

OU meaner beauties of tho nighty 
That poorly satisfy our C}'e8 
More by your number than your lightf 
You common pcoplo of tho skies ; 
\V1iat are you wlien tho moon shall riso? 

You curious clmnters of tho wood, 

That warblo forth Damo Nature s lays, 

Thinking your passions understood 

By your weak accents ; whafs your praise, 
When Philomel her voice shall raiso ? 

You violets that first appear, 

By your pure purple mantles known 

Like the proud virgins of the year. 
As if the spring were all your own ; 
AVliat arc you when the rose is blown ? 

' '* K«l. Wotton.'* It wan printe<l with mntic m ttxly as 
1634, in K*Vn <• Sixth Set of Bwilu," &c., and it found in 
man J MSS., e.^. MS. Tann. 465, fol. 43, and MS. MaloM 
19. p. 23, title. "To the Spaninh Udy ;'*ic Iha Infanta. 
Foand also anonrmonaly in *' Wit'a Rccreationa," 1640, and 
in •« Wit'M laterpreter/' 1671. p^ 867. and with a aecond 
part in "Canta^ Son|;ii and Fancies,** &c., Aberdeen, 168S 
(third edition), Xo. LIV. There an additional vemt in 
•ereral of thete copico. 
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8oy when mj misircfis shall bo scon 
In form and beauty of her mind, 

By yiitnt first, then choice, a Queen, 
Tell mo if she were not designed 
The edipso and glory of her kind ? 

H. W. 



VIll. 

TEABS AT THE GRAVE OP SIR 

ALBERTUS MORTON, 

WHO WAS Btmnu) at soittbaiipton : 

WEPT BT SIR H. WOTTON." 

(Died Nov. 1625.) 

{iLENCE in truth would speak my sorrow 
best, 
For deepest wounds can least their 
feelings tell ; 
Yet lot me borrow from mine own unrest 
But time to bid him, whom I loved, farewell. 

O my unhappy linen I you that before 
Hare served my youth ta vent some wanton cries, 

And now, congealed with grief, can scarce imploro 
Strength to aocent, — ^Uoro my Albertus lies ! 

> " lUL Wotton." md Wa1toB*s ^ Life of Wottoo." AIm 
la MS. BswL Pott. 147> p. 107. 
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This 18 the aablo stone, — this is the eavo 
And womb of earth that doth his coqise embraee ; 

While others sing his praise, let me engrave 
These bleeding numbers to adorn the pboo. 

Here will I paint Uie characters of woo ; 

Here will I pay my tribute to the dead ; 
And hero my faithful tears in showers shall flow. 

To humanise the flints whereon I tread : 

Where, though I mourn my matchless loss alono, 
And none between my weakness judge and me. 

Yet even those gentle walls allow my moon, 
Whoso doleful echoes to my plaints agree. 

But is he gone ? and live I rhyming here, 
As if some Muse would listen to my lay. 

When all distuned sit wailing for their dear, 
And bathe tho banks where ho was wont to play ? 

Dwell thou in endless light, discharged soul. 
Freed now from Nature'sand from Fortune's tmst! 

While on this fluent globe my glass shall roli. 
And run the rest of my remaining dust 

H. WOTTOK. 
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IX. 

UPON THE DEATH OF SIR ALBERT. 
MORTON'S WIFE.* 



B first dcconaod ; sho for a litUo triod 
To liTo without hiniy likod it not, and 
died. 

H. WOTTOK. 




X. 

A SHORT IJYMN UPON THE BIRTH OF 
PRINCE CHARLES.* 

(Maj 29, 1690.) 

OU that on atars do look, 

Arrest not thcro your sight, 
Though Nature's fairest book. 
And signed with propitious light ; 
Our blessing now is more divine 
Than planets that at noon did shine. 

' I " R«l. Wottoo." AIM In Pick«^ ^ Fattttm VolupUtU;* 
1S39 1 anil, wUb a diflertat tltla, in PbiUpol*! adit, of Cam- 
dtn'a '* RMnains" 1667, ^ 406. And alao in Fuller, 
•* IVortblft of EaMx," p. S40. 
* •• 8tL Wotton.** 
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To Thco fdono bo praise, 

From whom our joy descends. 
Thou cheercr of our days, 

Of causes first, and lost of ends : 
To Thco this May wc sing, by whom 
Our roses from tho lilies bloom. 

Upon this royal flow*er, 

Sprung: from tho chastest bed. 
Thy glorious sweetness shower ; 

And first let myrtles crown his head, 
Then palms and laurels wreathed between : 
But let the cypress late be seen. 

And so succeeding men, 

Wlien they tho fulness see 
Of this our joy, shall then 

In consort join, as well os we, 
To celebrate His praise above 
That spreads our land with fruits of love. 

II. WoTTOir. 



XI. 
AN ODE TO THE KING, 

AT niS BRTURNINO nOU SCOTLAND TO TBS 
QUKRir AFTER HIS COBONATION THERB.' 

(1633.) 

|0U8E up thyself, my gentle Muse, 



Though now our green eoneeits be 
And yet once more do not refuse 

* -BeL WottoB." ThUKrilMd as WoCIm's in M8. Tana. 
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To take thy Phrygian haq>, and play 
In hon<mr of this cheerful day. 

Make first a song of joy and love, 
Which chastely flame in royal eyes ; 

Then tune it to the spheres aboTe 
When the benignest stars do rise, 
And sweet eonjuncUons grace the skies. 

To this let all good hearts resound. 
While diadems invest his head ; 

Long may he liye, whose life doth bound 
More than his laws, and better lead 
By high example than by dread ! 

Long may he round about him see 

His roses and his lilies blown ; 
Long may his only dear and he 

Joy in ideas of their own. 

And kingdom's hopes so timely sown ; 

Long may they both contend to prove, 
That best of crowns is such a love ! 

H. W. 



465, M. 61, Mfw. and MS. BswI. PMt 147. y. 96. Eno- 
■•oady kiMrtad •moag Bta Jouon't ** WorkB,** voL ix. 
p. it, sdit. Mhrtu 
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XII. 

ON A BANK AS I SAT A-nSHINO. 

A DBBCRIPnOK OF THB SFRIlfO.' 
(Ore. 1638.) 

ND now all nature seemed in love; 
The lusty sap began to moTe ; . 
Now juioe did stir the embraeing Tines, 
And birds had drawn their valentuies ; 
The jealous trout, that low did lie. 
Rose at a well-dissembled fly : 
There stood my friend, with patient skill. 
Attending of his trembling quilL 
Already were the eaves possessed 
With the swift pilgrim's daubed nest : 
The groves already did rejoice 
In Philomel's triumphing voice. 
The showers were short, the weather mild. 
The morning fresh, the evening smiled. 
Joan takes her neat-rubbed pail, and now 
She trips to milk the sand-red cow ; 
Where, for some sturdy football swain, 
Joan strokes a sillabub or twain. 
The fields and gardens were beset 
With tulip, crocus, violet ; 

> - Rcl. WottOB." AIM as WottMi*s in M8. TnoL 465. 
fd. 61, vctm; in If a lUwl. Poet. 147, p. 47; tnd ia W«l- 
ton"! "Complete Angler,** p. 7S, edit. Mfteebs, where fc b 
■aid to iMve been written when Woitoa wia ^h9jmA ee- 
ventgr Teen or age.** He wae bora in 1568. 
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And nowy thongh late, the modest roeo 
Did more than half a blush diaclose. 
Thns all look*d gay, all full of eheer, 
To weleome the new liveried year. 

H. W. 




xin. 

A TRANSLATION OP THE CIV. PSALM 
TO THE ORIGINAL SENSE.* 

|Y soul, exalt the Lord with hymns of 
praise: 
Lord, my God, how boundless is 
Thy might I 

Whose Throneof State is clothed with glorious rays. 
And round about hast robed Thyself with light ; 
Mlio like a curtain hast the heavens displayed, 
And in the watery roofs Thy chambers laid : 

Whose chariots are the thickened clouds above ; 

Who walk'st upon the winged winds below ; 
At whoso command the airy spirits move, 

And fiery meteors their obedience show ; 
Who on his base the earth did*st firmly found. 
And mad'st the deep to ciroumvcst it round. 

The waves that rise would drown the highest hill, 
fitti at Thy check they fly, and when they hear 

Thy thundering voice, they post to do Thy Will, 
And boond their forios in their proper sphere, 

* *«Stl. Wotton." 
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Whero surging floods and voling obbs can toll, 
llmt none beyond Thy mariu must sink or swell. 

>V)io hath disposed, but Thou, the winding way. 
Where springs down from the stcepy crags do 
beat. 

At which both fostered beasta their thirsts allay. 
And the wild asses come to quench their heat ; 

Where birds resort, and, in their kind. Thy praise 

Among the branches chant in warbling lay*8 ? 

The mounts are watered from Thy dwelling-plaoo ; 

The bams and meads are filled for man and beast ; 
Wine glads the heart, and oil adonis the face, 

And bread, the staff whereon our strength doth 
rest; 
Nor shrubs alone feel Thy sufficing hand. 
But even the cedars that so proudly stand. 

So have the fowls their sundry seats to breed ; 
The ranging stork in stately beeches dwells ; 
The climbing goats on hills securely feed ; 
I The mining conies shroud in rocky cells : 

Nor can the heavenly lights their course forget, 
The moon her turns, or sun his times to sot. 

Thou mak'st the night to overvoil the day : 

Then sa\iige beasts creep from the silent wood ; 

Then lions' whelps lie roaring for their prey. 
And at Thy powerful hand demand their food ; 

Who when at mom they all reeouch again, 

Then toiling man till eve pursues his pain. 

Lord ! when on Thv Tarioos works we look. 
How richly furnished is the earth we tread I 
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Where, in the fair contents of Nature's book. 

We maj the wonders of Thy wisdom read :— 
Nor earth alone, but lo ! the sea so wide. 
Where great and small, a world of creatures glide: 

There go the ships that furrow out their way ; 

Yea, there of whales enormous sights we see, 
Whieh yet have scope among the rest to play, 

And all do wait for their support on Thee ; 
Who hast assigned each thing his proper food, 
And in due season dost dispense Tliy good. 

They gather when Thy gifts Thou dost divide ; 

Their stores abound, if Thou Thy hand enlaige, 
Confused they are when Thou Thy beams dost hide ; 

In dust resolved if Thou their breath discharge ; 
Again, when Thou of life reneVst the seeds, 
The withered fields revest their cheerful weeds. 

Be ever gloried here Thy sovereign name, 
That Thou may'st smile on all which Thou hast 
made; 

Whose frown alone can shake this earthly frame. 
And at whose touch the hills in smoke shall vade I 

For me, may, while I breathe, both harp and voice 

In sweet indictment of Thy hymns rejoice I 

Let ainnen fafl, let all pro&neness cease :— 
ffis praise, my soul. His praise shall be thy peace* 

H. WoTTOir. 
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XIV. 

''a hymn to my god, 

IN A NIQHT OF MT LATB 8ICKKX88.* 
(1638 or 1639.) 

H Thou great power ! in whom I move. 

For whom I live, to whom I die. 
Behold me through Thy heamsof lore. 
Whilst on this couch of tears I lie ; 
And cleanse my sordid soul within 
By Thy Christ's blood, the bath of sin i 

No hallowed oils, no grains I need. 
No rags of saints, no purging fire ; 

One rosy drop from David s seed 
Was worlds of seas to quench Thine ire. 

O precious ransom I which once paid. 

That ctmsumnuUum est was said : 

And said by Him that said no more. 
But sealed it with His sacred breath : 

Thou, then, that hast dispunged my seore. 
And dying wast the death of Death, 

Be to me now, on Thee I call. 

My life, my strength, my joy, my all I 

H. WOTTOV. 

* ** Bd. Wottoo.'* smoDg tlit Uttan. Then are oopiw 
in MS. Turn. 465, p. 137 1 M& BswI. Pott. U7, p. 101 ; 
MS. Atbm. 3S, No. 173, &e. ; and in Glaik*o '■Asm U- 
gvudo," lesi, p. UU 



\ 




106 THE POEMS OF 

XV. 

TO THE RARELY AGCOBirUSURD, AND WORTHY 

OP BEST EMPLOYMENT* MASTER HOWELL, 

I'POIf HIS VOCAL POnRST.' 

Relieve it, sir, you happily have hit 
Upon a curious fancy, of such wit, 
That far transcends tho vulgar; for 
coch lino 

Methinka breathes Barclay, or a Doccalino. 
I know you might (none better) make the vine, 
The olive, iiry, mulberry, and pine, 
With others, their outi dialects expose. 
Bat you have taught them all rich English prose. 
I end and envy ; but must justly say. 
Who makes trees speak so well, deserves the bay. 

HXKBT WOTTOK. 

XVL 

A DESCRIPTION OP THE COUNTBVS 

RECREATIONS.^ 

(Aathor nnecruin.) 

UIVERINO fears, heart-tearing cares, 
Anxious sighs, untimely tears, 
Fly, fly to courts I 
Fly to fond worldlings* sporta, 

■ Pi««Md to Howfiri '■DodoAA's Onl▼^*' 1640. Ko 
dMbt ths book was talmii(iod in Ma to Wotton, who died 
to 1639. 

* •• RiL Wotton.'* ilgBod at Mow. Abo in Walton • 
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Whore Btraincd sardonic ninilcs are glotinj; stilly 
And grief M forced to laugh ogoinst her will ; 

Where mirth's but mummeiy. 

And sorrows only real bo ! 

Fly from our country pastimes I fly» 
Sod troop of human misery ! 

Come, serene looks, 

Clear as the cr}'stal brooks. 
Or the pure azurcd heaven, that smiles to see 
The rich attendance of our poverty ! 

Peace, and a secure mind, 

Which all men seek, wo only find. 

Abused mortals ! did you (mow 

Where joy, heart's ease, and comforts grow. 

You'd scorn proud towers. 

And seek them in these bowers, 
Where winds sometimes our woods perhaps may 

shake, 
But blustering care oould never tempest make, 

Nor murmurs e'er come nigh us, 

Saring of fountains that glide by us. 

Here's no fantastic mask, nor dance 
But of our kids, that frisk and prance : 

Nor wars are seen, 

Unless upon the green 

« Complete Aofcler,** p. 309, edit. KkoUi, at **dmilitlete 
nuide cither by (Sir H. Woiton) or by a lorer of ingUnf ." An 
MKmymou copy in ** Tijudi Poetry," p. S97, as " BMtlcstIo 
Reli^ioei in Vseentiie.** Clehned withoat Mthority ffsr Sir 
W. BaWgli by Bcydgee and tbe Ozlbtd edilora. 
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Two harmless lambs arc butting one the other ; 
Which done, both bleating run, each to his mother: 

And wounds ore never found, 

Save what the ploughshare gives the ground. 

Here are no false entrapping baits, 
To hasten too-too hasty Fates ; 

Unless it be 

The fond credulity 
Of silly fi^h, which, worldling-like, still look 
Upon the bait, but never on the hook : 

Kor envy, unless among 

The birds, for prizo of their sweet song. 

Go ! let the diving negro seek 

For gems hid in some forlorn creek; 

We all pearls scorn. 

Save what the dewy morn 
Congeals upon each little spire of grass, 
Which careless shepherds beat down as they pass ; 

And gold ne*er here appears, 

Save what the yellow Ceres bears. 

Blest, silent groves ! may ye be 
For ever mirth's best nursery ! 

May pure contents j 

For ever pitch their tents ( 

Upon these downs, these meads, these rocks, these 

mountains, 
And peace still slumber by these purling fountains ! 

Which we may every year 

Find when we come a-flshing here. 

loVOTO. 



SIR UEKRT WOTTON AND OTHERS. 100 




XVII. 

A FAREWELL TO THE VANITIES 
OF THE WORLD.* 

(Author nncerUto.) 

•AREWELL, yo g>ld<^ follies, ploosiog 

troubles I . 
Farewell, ye honoured rugs, yo glorious 

bubbles ! 

Fame's but n hollow ceho ; gold pure clay ; 
Honour the darling but of one short day ; 
Beauty, the eyes* idol, but a damasked skin ; 
State but a golden prison to live in. 
And torture free-born minds ; embroidered trains 
Merely but pageants for proud swelling veins ; 
And blood allied to greatness is alone 
Inherited, not purchased, nor our own : 
Fame, honour, beauty, state, train, blood, and birth, 
Are but the fading blossoms of the earth. 

* Waltoo'i •* Complete Aogler," p. 311, edit Nkolut In 
the first two editioni es " eome ear written by Vr. D.," bni 
Aflerwards at ** aome mt written bj Sir Ilarrjr Wotton."* 
In MS. Aahm. 38 it is entitled ** Doctor Donn's Valediction 
to the worid." In " Wit*s Interprtter," 1671, p. 269. it Is 
ascribed to Sir Kenelm Digbjr. Sir H. NicoUs, witbont 
any anthority that I know of, says that ** these vtrwi are 
also said to have been written by Sir W. Raleigh, when a 
prisoner in the Tower, shortly before his ezecntion.'' Aich* 
bi»hop Sancroll gives them anonynnMaly with the titlt, 
"An hermit in an arbour, with a prayer-book in hit hand, 
his foot tpnnilng a globe, thna apeaktlh i* MS. Tan. dSS, 
fol. 59. 
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I would be greaty but that the ean doth still 
Level his rays against the rising hill ; 
I would be high, but see the proudest oak 
Most subjeet to the rending thunder-stroke ; 
. I would be rich, but see men too unkind 
Dig in the bowels of the richest mind ; 
I would be wise, but that I often see 
The fox suspected, whilst the ass goes free ; 
I would be fair, but see the fair and proud, 
like the bright sun, oft setting in a cloud ; 
I would be poor, but know the humble grass 
Still trampled on by each unworthy ass: 
Rich, hated ; wise, suspected ; scorned, if poor ; 
Oxeat^ feared ; fair, tempted ; high, still envied 

more : 
I have wished all, but now I wish for neither. 
Great, high, rich, wise, nor fair ; poor I'll be rather. 

Would the world now adopt me for her heir ; 
Would Beauty's queen entitle me the fair; 
Fame speak me Fortune's minion ; could I vie 
Angcb with India ; with a speaking eye 
Command bare heads, bowed knees, strike Justice 

dumb. 
As well as blind and lame ; or give a tongue 
To stones by epitaphs ; be called great master 
In the loose rhymes of every poetaster ; 
Could 1 be more than any man that lives. 
Great, fair, rich, wise, all in superlatives ; 
Yet I more freely would these gifts resign. 
Than ever Fortune would have made them mine ; 
And hold ope minute of this holy leisure 
Bsgrond the riches of this empty pleasure. 
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Welcome, puro thoughts ! weleome, ye silent groves ! 
These guests, these oouits, my soul most desriy 

loves : 
Now the winged people of the sky shall sing 
My cheerful anthems to the gladsome spring; 
A Prayer-book now shall be my looking-gjassp 
In which I will adore sweet Virtue*s iaoe. 
Here dwell no hateful looks, no palaoe-eares. 
No broken vows dwell here, nor pale-fiu)ed fears; 
Then here TU sit and sigh my hot love's iblly. 
And learn to affect an holy melancholy ; 
And if contentment be a stranger then, 
m nc*er look for it, but in heaven^ again. 



xvin. 

IMITATIO HOBATIANiE ODES IX. 

*• DONEC GRATUS ERAM TIBI.'— LIB. III. 

A niALOOUB BKTWIXT OOB AMD THB SOUu' 

(Aatbor nnkoown.) 

SouL 

[ILST my soul's eye beheld no lights 
But what streamed from Thy gracious 

sight, 
To me the worid's greatest King 
seemed but some little vulgar thing. 

» *J*-?t ^•***^" CWn^dwithootMthori^ffcrSirW. 
iUltigh bj Brjdgm. 
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Ood, Whilst thou proved'st pure, and that in thee ^ 

I eould glasii all in j Deity ; 
How glad did I from heaven depart, 
To find a lodging in thy heart I 

SouL Now fame and greatness bear the sway ; 
Tis they that hold my prison's key: 
For whom my soul would die, might she 
Leave them her immortality. 

Ood. I and some few pure souls oonspire, 
And hum both in a mutual fire, 
For whom V\d die once more, ere they 
Should miss of heaven's eternal day. 

StmL But, Lordy what if I turn again, 
Andy with an adamantine chain. 
Lock me to Thee? What if I chase > 

The world away to give Thee place ? I 

Chd. Then, though these souls, in whom I joy. 
Are seraphims,-— thou but a toy, 
A foolish toy, — ^yet once more I 
Would with thee live, and for thee die. 

lOROTO. 

XIX 



DOCTOB BROOKE OP TEAES.> 

^HO would have thought there eould have 
been 
Such joy in tears wept for our sin ? 
Mine eyes have seen, my heart hath 
proved^ 

• ^ML WottQD." M ^Doctor B. of Tam." TIm ftiU 
HM WM sbUlasd htm a US. bdoogiog to Mr. J. P. 
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The DioBt and best of carthlj jojs ; 

The swecU of love, and being lorod ; 
Masks, feasts and pla}*s« and such like toys : 

Yet this one tear, which now doth &11, 

In true delight exceeds them all. 

Indeed mine ejes at firet let in 

Those gticsts that did these woes begin ; 

Therefore mine eyes in tears and grief 
Are justly drowned ; but that those tears 

Should comfort bring, is past belief. 
O God ! in this Thy grace appears, 

Thou that mak*st light from darkness spring, 

Mak*8t joys to weep, and sorrows sing. 

O where am I ? what may I think ? 
Help, help I alas, my heart doth sink I 

Thus lost in seas of woe, ' 

Thus laden with my sin, 
Waves of despair dash in. 

And threat my o\'erthrow. 
>Miat heart oppressed with such a weight 
Can choose but break, and perish quite? 

Yet, as at sea in storms, men use, 
The ship to save, their goods to lose ; 

So in this fearful storm 
This danger to prevent. 
Before all hope be spent, 

in choose the lesser harm : 
My tears to seas I will convert. 
And drown my eyes to save my heart. 

Collier. Erroneooiily included in tlM " PomM of Ponbroko 
tnd Radrard,** 1660. p. 46, with tho tHlOt " Bonj. Radkr 

of Teacn.^' * 
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God, my Ck>d I what shall I give 
To Thoo in Uianka? I am and live 

In Thee, and Thou didst safe preserve 
My health, my fame, my goods, my rent ; 

Thou mak*st me eat while others starve. 
And sing, whilst others do lament 

Sueh unto me Thy blessings are» 

As if I were Thy only eare. 

Bnty my Ood ! Thou art more kind, 
When I look inward on my mind: 

Thou iill'st my heart with humble joy. 
With patienee, meekness, fervent love, 

Whieh doth all other loves destroy, 
With (kith, whieh nothing ean remove^ 

And hope assured of heaven's bliss : — 

This is my state, Thy grsee is this. 



I. 
"^BY CHIDICK TYCIIBORN, 

BSntO TOUMO Ain> THBN DV TRS TOWSa, THK 

MIOBT BSF0B1K HIS BXBCtmON,^ 

(IMS.) 

I Y prime of youth is but a frost of cares; 
My foost of joy is but a dish of 
pain; 
My crop of eom is but a field of tares ; 
And all my good is but vain hope of gain; 

* ** BaL Wotton.'^Mid hi nvmiroM M & cepkt i «. f. Harl. 
Ma S910.lbL 141, wmi M8. Aahn. 7S1> p. 188; MS 
MslMf, If, p. 44, Ae. 
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The day is fled, and yet I saw no snn ; 
And now I live, and now my life is done ! 

The spring is past, and yet it hath not sprung ; 

The fruit is dead, and yet the leaves are green; 
My youth is gone, and yet I am but young; 

I saw the world, and yet I was not seen; 
My thread is eut, and yet it is not spun ; 
And now I live, and now my life is done 1 

I sought my death, and found it in my womb ; 

I looked for life, and saw it was a shade ; 
I trod the earth, and knew it was my tomb ; 

And now I die, and now I am but made; 
The glass is full, and now my ghiss is run ; 
And now I live, and now my life is done! 



II. 
AN ANSWER TO MR. TICHBOBNE, 

WHO WAS KXXCUTBD WRU BABIMOTOH.^ 



mm 



HY flower of youth w with a north wind 
blasted; 
Thy feast of joy is an idea found ; 
Thy eank is shed, thy untimely harvest 
wasted; 
Thy good in ill, thy hope in hurt [is drowned] ; 
Dark wos thy day, and shadow was thy sun. 
And, by sueh lights, thy life untimdy spun. 

• From a M& Utoogiof to Mr. J. P. GoUkr. 
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Thy tale was nought, thy oratory told ; 

Thy fruit 18 rotten, and thy leaves are gone ; 
Thyself wcrt young in years, in time grown old ; 

The world aeeounts thee not worth thinking on; 
Thy thread [of lifejs not cut nor spun/but broken ; 
60 let thy heart, though yet it be but open. 

Thou sought*8t thy death, and found'st it in desert ; 

Thou look'dst for life, yet lewdly felt it fade ; 
Thou trodd'st on earth, and now in earth thou art; 

And men may wish that thou hadst ne'er been 
, [made]; 
Thy glory and thy glass are timeless run, 
IVhieh, unhappy ! by thyself was done. 



XXI. 

RISE, MY SOUL.' 

(Aathor anknown.) 

^ISB, my soul I with thy desires to 
heaven. 
And with divinest eontemplation use 
Thy time, where timers eternity is given, 
And let vain thoughts no more thy thoughts abuse ; 
But down in [midnight] darkness let them lie; 
80 li?e thy better, let thy worse thoughts die I 

And thou, my soul, inspired with holy flame, 
View and review, with most regardAil eye, 

* **B«I. WoCton." ClalnMd witboat sathorit/ for RAldgh 
hf BrjrdgM sn^ tbt Oxford editora. 
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That holy cross, whence thy Balvation came. 
On which thy Saviour and thy sin did die I 
For in that sacred object is much pleasure, 
And in that Saviour is my life, my treasure. 

To thee, Josu I I direct my eyes ; 

To Thee my hands, to Thee my humble knees ; 
To Thee my heart shall offer saerifice ; 

To Thee my thoughts, who my thoughts only 
To Thee myself, — myself and all I give ; 
To Thee I die; to Thee I only live! 

loVOTO. 



XXII. 
THE WORLD. » 

(Bj Lord Bacon.) 

HE world's a bubble, and the life of man 

Less than a span ; 
In his conception wretched, from the 
womb. 
So to the tomb ; 




* •< R«l. WoUon." Signed at below in all oditioM alUr 
the fint, where U te marked *< Ignoto." Ajcribed lo Lonl 
Bacon in Famaby's ** Florilegiaoi," 16S9, p. 10. Goapare 
Speddiu(;'t edit, of Baoon'a •* Worka,** toI. tU. p. S69. In 
MS. Rawl. Poet. 117, fol. 161. itwaa ftrat entiUed '«The 
Babble, br R. W. i" (? H. W.) altered to " by 7« Lord 
Bacon.'' In IIS. Aahm. 3S, p. 2, the Orrt title waa, •« On 
Man'a Morulit.r. by Doctor Donn ;'* altered lo'^SF Fraa. 
Bacoo." In a US. belonpnfr to the late Mr. Pkkering the 
title ia. ** Upon the Mieery (if Man ;'' the 6rtt aipiatiira la 
«* Heniy Hjirnagtoa," altered to " I^ Yemlan Yiacovat Si. 
AlbanV** 
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Carat from his eradloy and brought up to yean 

With cares and feara. 
Who then to frail mortality shall trust 
Bat limns on water, or but writes in dust 

Yet, whilst with sorrow here we live oppressed. 

What life is best? 
CSoarts are but only superficial schools, 

To dandle fools ; 
The rural part is turned into a den 

Of savage men ; 
And whereas a city from foul vice so free 
But may be termed the worst of all the three? 

Domestic cares afflict the husband's bed, 

Or pains his head: 
Those that live single take it for a curse, 

Or do things worse : 
These would have children; those that have 
them moan, 

Or wish them gone, 
What is it, then, to have or have no wife, 
Bat single thraldom or a double strife? 

Oar own affeeUons still at home to please 

Is a disease ; 
To enws the seas to any foreign soil, 

Peril and toil ; 
Wan with their noise affright us ; when they cease, 

We*re woiise in peace: 
What then remains, but that we still should cry 
For bong bom, and, being bom, to die? 

FiA. Loan Bacoit. 
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VERSES MADE BY MR FRA. BAOON.> 



mm: 



^j{HE man of life upright^ whose guQUev 
heart is free 
fVom all dishonest deeds, and thougfats 
of Tanitj; 
That man whose silent days in harmlev jojs.are 

spent, 
Whom hopes cannot delnde, nor fortune diseontent; 
That man needs neither tower nor armour for 

defence, 
Nor secret vaults to fly from thunder's violenee. 
He onlj can hehold with unaffrighted eyes 
The horrors of the deep and terrors of the skies. 
Thus, scorning all the care that fiite or fortune 

brings. 
He makes the heaven his book, his wisdom hesTenly 

things. 
Good thoughts his only friends^ his wealth a well- 
spent age; 
The earth his sober inn,— -a quiet pilgrimage. 

FsA. Baooit. 

* PriDtod firem * Brit M si. MS. bj- Park, <• Walpolt't 
Rojal and Nobla Aathert," ¥oL iL p. 217, and Speddinf • 



•* Baeon'a Worki," r6L tU. p. S69. I haire eomctad 
or two worda from aa aooQjflMMa oopf in ffliathaai MR. 
SOIS, p. 79, which, howorar, aniU Uaaa 7 aad S. 
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THE POEUS OF 



XXIV. 



I. 




DFj morte.» 

(Author aBkoown.) 

[ AN*8 life's a tragedy: his mother's womb, 
From which ho cd tors, is the tiring room ; 
This spacious earth the theatre; and the 
stage 

That eountry which he lives in : passions, rage.. 
Folly, and vice are actors ; the first cry. 
The prologue to the ensuing tragedy ; 
The former aot consisteth of dumb shows ; 
The seoond, ho to more perfection grows ; 
r the third he is a man, and doth begin 
To nurture vice, and act the deeds of sin ; 
r the fourth, declines ; I' the fifth, diseases clog 
And trouble him ; then death's his epilogue. 

Igkoto. 



IX. 

EPIGRAM.* 

(Aathor unknown.) 

[F breath were made for every man to 
buy, 
Tho poor man could not live,— -rich 
would not die. 

' ** Bol. WoCtoa." CUinod vUliovt AVlhority for lUlf if h 
by BrjrdgM ttid tbo Oxford oditon. 
• ~ lUL WoltMk'' 
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SPECIMENS OF EPIGRAMS BY 
JOIIN IIOSKINS. 

I. JOHN H08KIN8 TO HIS LITTLB CHILD BBNlAMIVy 

FBOII THX TOWXB.' 

WEET Benjamin, Binoo thou art young. 
And hast not yet the lue of tongue. 
Make it thy slave, while thou art Dree; 
Imprison it, lest it do thco. 

Ad FUwlum wum Benjamin.* 

Dux puer ee, vansB nescisque inoommoda vooia, 
Vineula da lingua), vel tibi lingua dabit. 



II. VKR8B8 FRE8KNTKD TO THB KIKO BT MBS. 

H08KIN8, IN THB BEHALF OP HBB 

njaSBAND, PRISONBB.^ 

HE worst is told ; the best is hid : 
Kings know not all ; I would they did: 
What tliough my husband onoe have 
erred? 
Men more to blame have been preferred. 

* « Rel. WottoD.** •dit. 167S. OAm fouid In II8S. wilh 
the Latin Teraion here Appcmled. 

* Ua MdoDt 19, p. 141 i Mr. Picktfing*t US. M. 151, 
ftc 

* M& lUloat 16, p. 10s ia otbei MS& ia afeogtr 
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Who hftth not erred, ho doth not live ; 
He erred but once ; once, king, forgive I 




ni. OF THK L088 OF TIMX.' 

F life be time that here is lent^ 

And time on earth be oast away, 
Whoeo hia time hath here misspent, 
Hath hastened his own dying day : 
80 it doth prove a killing crime 
To massacre our living time. 

If doing nought be like to death. 
Of him that doth, chameleon-wise. 

Take only pains to draw his breath. 
The passera-by may pasquilite, 
Not, here he Uvea; but, here ho dies. 



IV. AM SFITAFH OH ▲ MAM FOB DOINO NOTHINO.* 

Ebbs lies the man was bom and cried, 
ToU threescore years, feU sick, and died* 

' Ctolhai M8. 801S, p. 70. 

• GMkoi MS. 801S, p. 158 1 also la Fhilipot'f adit, of 
'f**B«Batea,''lfe7,p.e9e. 




PABT m. 
SPECIMENS OF 

OTHER COURTLY POETS 

waam 1640 «o lUO. 
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SPECIUBN8 0? 
OTHER COURTLY POETS. 



1. 

THE LOVER COMPLAINETH THE 

UNKIKDNESS OF HIS LOVE.' 

(Bj'SirThoniuWjmLtorintCMMBachlbfd. BdhnlMt.) 

& Y lut«, awake ! porfarm the lasL 
' Labour that thou and I ahall 
waste, 
A od end that I havo now begun ; 
' And when this song ii mmg and 

My lute, be atJll I for 1 have done. 

Aa to be heard where ear ia none ; 
As lead to grave in marble stone; 

My aoDg may pierce her heart as soon ; 
Should we then aigh, or aing, or moan ? 

No, no, nj lute, for I have done. 

> In TotUI'* " SdBpi nd BonnaU," 1997, Md la KMt'a 
" WtiU," p. «h m Sir Tbonu Wjut'i. Aacrlbad U RmIi- ~ 
hrd ta "MsgN Anttqo,' voL Ii. p. 400, edit. Fwk. 
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The rocks do not so eruoUy 
Repulse the waves oontinually 

As she my suit and affection : 
So that I am past remedy: 

Whereby my lute and I have don& 

Prond of the spoil that thou hast got 
Of simple hearts, thorough Love's shot, 

By whom, unkind, thou hast them won ; 
Think not he hath his bow forgot, 

Although my lute and I have done. 

Vengeance shall fall on thy disdain : 
Thou mak'st but game on earnest pain : 

Think not alone under the sun 
Uikquit to cause thy lovers plain. 

Although my lute and I have done. 

Hay chance thee lie, withered and old, 
In winter nights that are so cold. 

Plaining in vain unto the moon. 
Thy wishes then dare not be told ; 

Garo then who list^ for I have done. 

And then may chance thee to repent 
Hie time that thou hast lost and spent, 

To cause thy lovers sigh and swoon : 
Then shalt thou know beauty but lent, 

And wish and want as I have done. 

Now cease, my lute I This is the last 
Labour that thou and I shall waste. 

And ended is that we begun : 
Now is this song both sung and past: 

My hite, be stiUl for I have done. 
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IL 

A DESCRIPTION OF A HOST NOBLE 

LADY.» 

(Uncertain, but daioMd for John H€jw«o4.) 
(Bdbra 1557.) 

IVE place, you ladies, and begone t 
Boast not yourselves at all I 

For here at hand approaeheth one 
Whose fiu)e will stain yoa all. 

The virtue of her lively looks 

Excels the precious stone ; 
I wish to have none other books 

To read or look upon. 

In each of her two crystal eyes 

Smileth a naked boy ; 
It would you all in heart suffice 

To see that lamp of joy. 

• 

I think Nature hath lost the mould 
Where she her shape did take ; 

Or else I doubt if Nature could 
So fair a creature make. 

■ Id Totters ** Songs and SooacCs," 1557, as ''A Praiso 
oCkisLadj,'*amoag«Unesrtaui AntborB." Aacribod to 
John HoTwood bj W. FofvBst (or tho tnmaeribw of bla 
poena), in a eopj eontaining many altwationa, and •^■ H fng 
tbepoeaRteQnMBMar3r,laHaiLM& 170S, fbL lOS; title 
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She may be well compared 

Unto the Phoonix kind, 
Whose like was never seen nor heard, 

That any man eon find. 

In life she ia Diana chaste, 

In truth Penelope ; 
In work and eke in deed steadfast. 

What will you more we say ? 

If all the world were, sought so far, 
, Who could find such a wight? 
Her beauty twinkleth like a star 
Within the frosty night. 

Her roecal colour comes and goes 
With such a comely grace, 

Here mddier, too, than doth the rose, 
Within her lively face. 

At Bacchus' feast none shall her meet, 

No at no wanton play. 
Nor gazing in an open street, 

Nor gadding as a stray. 

The modest mirth that she doth use 
Is mixed with shamefostness ; 

All vice she doth wholly refuse, 
And hateth idleness. 

Lord ! it is a world to see 

How virtue can repair, 
And deck her in such honesty, 

Whom nature made so fiur. 

TVuly sho doth so far ezeeed 
Our women nowadays, 
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Afl doth the gillyflower a weed ; 
And more a thousand ways. 

How might I do to get a graff 

Of this unspotted tree ? 
For all the rest are pkin but ehaff, 

Which seem good com to be. 

This gift alone I shall her give : 

When death doth what he can. 
Her honest fame shall ever live 

VS^thin the mouth of man. 




UI. 
BEING DISDAINED HE COMPLAINETH.* 

(By Tbmnas Lonl Vtnz. T^M in 1557.) 

'F friendless faith, if guiltless thou^t 
may shield ; 
If simple truth that never meant to 
swerve ; 

If dear desire accepted fruit do yield ; 
If greedy lust in loyal life do serve ; 
Then may my plaint bewail my heavy harm, 
That, seeking (»lm, have stumbled on the storm. 

My wonted cheer,-— eclipsed by the doud 

Of deep disdain, through error of report, 
If weary woo enwrapped in the shroud, — 

shun by topgue of the unfriendly sort ; 

* ** ParadiM of Dninty DnricM.** 1676. Ae. 
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Yet heaven and earth, and all that nature wrought, 
I call to vow of my unspotted thought 

No shade I seek in part to shield my taint, 
But simple truth ; I hunt no other suit : 

On that I ga[g]e the issue of my plaint ; 
If that I quail, lot justice mo confute : 

If that my place among the guiltless sort 

Repay by doom my name and good report. 

Go, heavy verse ; pursue desired grace ; 

Where pity shrined in cell of secret breast 
Awaits my haste the rightful lot to place, 

And loathes to see the guiltless man oppressed : 
Whose virtues great have crowned her more with 

fame 
Than kingly statOi though largely shine the same. 

L. Vaux. 



IV. 

OF THE MEAN ESTATE.' 
(By Thomas Lord Vrax or W. Hunnii.) 

HE higher that the cedar tree unto the 
heavens do[th] grow, 
The more in danger is the top when 
sturdy winds gon blow. 
Who judges them in princely throne to be devoid 
of hate, 

* •* PandiM of Dainty Derkot;" in edit. 1578 aigmd W.' 
H; in odits. 1680 and 1596 tisnod W. Hannitt in other 
•dita. L. y. (or Lord Vans). 
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Doth not yet know what heaps of ill lie hid in mieh 

estate. 
Such dangers great, such gripes of mind, soch toil 

do they sustain, 
That oftentimes of God they wish to he unkinged 

again. 

For as the huge and mighty rocks withstand the 
raging seas, 

So kingdoms in subjection be whenas Dame For- 
tune please. 

Of brittle joy, of smiling cheer, of honey mixed 
with gall. 

Allotted is to every prince in freedom to be thrall : 

What watches long, what sleeps unsure, what griefii 
and cares of mind, 

What bitter broils, what endless toils, to kingdoms 
be assigned ! 

The subject then may well oompare with prince 

for pleasant days, 
Whose silent night brings quiet rest, whose steps 

no storm bewrays. 
How much be we then bound to Ood, who such 

provision makes 
To lay our cares upon the prince I Thus doth He 

for our sakes. 
To Him therefore let us lift up our hearts and 

pray amain. 
That every prince that He hath placed may long 

in quiet reign. 
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V. 

OF A CONTENTED MIND.* 

(By Tbom«8 Lord Vaoz.) 

HEN all 18 dono and said. 

In the end thus shall you find, 
He most of all doth bathe in bliss 
That hath a quiet mind. 

And, clear from worldly cares, 
To deem can be content 
The sweetest time in all his life 
In thinking to be spent 

The body subject is 
To fickle Fortune's power, 
And to a million of mishaps 
Is casual every hour ; 

And death in time doth change 
It to a dod of clay, 
Whenas the mind, which is divine, 
Runs never to decay. 

Gompianion none is like 
Unto the mind alono ; 
For many have been harmed by speech ; 
Through thinking few or none : 

I • PvsdiM of Ihkuij DrHcM," 1676, &c 
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Fear ofteotimes restniineth words. 
But makes not thoughts to cease/ 
And he speaks best that hath the skill 
When for to hold his peace. 

Our wealth leaves us at death ; 
Our kinsmen at the grave ; 
But virtues of the mind unto 

The heavens with us we have. 

Wherefore, for virtue's sake, 
I can be well content 
The sweetest time of all my life 
To deem in thinking spent. 

L. Vaux*. 



VI. 
OF THE INSTABILITY OF YOUTH.* 

(Bjr TbomM Lord Vanx or J. H«r]nigtoii«) 

[EN I look back, and in myself behold 
The wandering ways that youth couki 
not descry, 
And mark the fearfbl course that youth 
did hold. 
And meet in mind each step youth strayed awry ; 
My knees I bow, and from my heart I oill, — 
O Lord, forget these faults and follies all ! 

* <' PandiM of Ddntj Dorieet,'* tignod L. Tmul Foor 
•Unsaa, nraeli varied, daioMd for J. Harjmsloa In " Nos* 
AnUqva,'* voL ii. p. SSS, adit. Park. 
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For now I see how void youth is of skill ; 

I see alio his prime time and his end ; 
I do eonfcss my faults and all my ill, 

And sorrow sore for that I did offend ; 
And with a mind repentant of all crimes, 
Pardon I ask for youth ten thousand times. 

The humble heart hath daunted the proud mind ; 

Eke wisdom hath given ignorance a fall ; 
And wit hath taught that folly could not find, 

And age hath youth her subject and her thrall. 
Therefore I pray, Lord of life and truth, 
Pardon the faults committed in my youth ! 

Thou that didst grant the wise king his request ; 

Thou that in whale thy prophet didst preserve ; 
Thou that forgavcst the wounding of thy breast ; 

Thou that didst save the thief in state to starve ; 
Thou only Ood, the Oiver of all Grace, 
Wipe out of mind the path of youth^s vain race ! 

Thou that by power to life didst raise the dead ; 

Then that of grace rcstor'dst the blind to sight; 
Then that for love Thy life and love outblcd ; 

Thou that of favour madest the lame go right ; 
Thou that canst heal and help in oil assays, 
Foi^ve the guilt that grew in youth's vain ways ! 

And now since I, with faith and doubtless mind, 
Do fly to Thee by prayer to appease Thy ire. 

And since that Thee I only seek to find, 
And hope by &ith to attain my just desire ; 

Lord* mind no more youth's error and unskill. 

And able age to do Thy Holy WiU I 
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VII. 

OX ISABELLA MAKKHAM.> 

(By J. Har^ngton. Before 1564?) 

^IIENCEcoiii<!«inylovo? heart, disdoaet 
Twos from cheeks that shame the 

rose; 
From lips that spoil the ruby's praise ; 
From eyes that mock the diamond^s blaio. 
Wlienoc comos my woe ? As frcdy own: 
Ah me ! 'twas from a heart of stone. 

The blushing check speaks modest mind ; 
The lips, befitting words most kind ; 
The eye does tempt to love's desire. 
And seems to say, 'tis Cupid's fire : 
Yet all so fair but speak my moan, 
Sith nought doth say the heart of stone. 

• 

Wliy thus, my love, so kind bespeak 
Sweet lip, sweet eye, sweet blushing cheek. 
Yet not a heart to save my pain ? 
Venus ! take thy gifts again ! 
Make not so fair to cause our moan : 
Or make a heart that's like your own ! 



I M 



Nags AntiqiUB," vol. iL ^ 3S4, «dit. Park. 
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VIII. 

V£B8ES MADE BY QUEEN ELIZABETH.' 

(CSrc. 1569.) 



^ey; 



^HE doubt of future foes 
Exiles my present joy, 
And wit me warns to shun sueh snares 
As threaten mine annoy. 

For falsehood now doth flow, . 
And subject faith doth ebb, 
Which would not bo if reason ruled, 
Or wisdom weated the web. 

Bat elouds of toys untried 
Do cloak aspiring minds, 
Which turn to rain of late repent, 
By course of changed winds. 

The top of hope supposed 

The root of nith will be, 

. And fruitless all their graffed guiles, 

As shortly ye shall see. 

Then dazzled eyes with pride, 
Which great ambition blinds. 
Shall bo unsealed by worthy wights, 
Whose foresight falsehood finds. 

I PriBttd bjT Puttmham, "Art of Pomjt," 15S9, p. 208. 
MS" ditty of h«r Majwty't own making, pusing twoot and 
iMiiBOBknL'* In M& lUwL Foot lOS, fd. 44. ttrm, it is 
OBtitlid ** TtiMo made Vf tho Qnton'o MajotU/' Anotbor 
ttst wnt prfaitod Vy Biydgw tnm a Harl. MS. i ** Topo- 
g wp li W y* vol. IL p. 17S. 
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The daughter of debate. 
That eke discord doth sow. 
Shall reap no gain where former rule 
Hath taught atill peace to grow. 

No foreign banished wight 
Shall anchor in this port; 
Our realm it brooks no stranger's foroe ; 
Let them elsewhere resort. 

Our rusty sword with rest 
Shall first his edge employ. 
To poll their tops that seek such change, 
And gape for future joy. 



THREE SONNETS FROM THE WORKS OF 
SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. 

(Bon 1554; died 1586.) 
I.' 

ilTH how sad steps, moon, thou 
dimb'st the skies ! 
How silently, and with how wan a 
faoe! 

What! may it be that eten in heavenly place 
That busy archer his sharp arrows tries? 

■ Gray's ** MiMdlaiMOQt Worin of SidM/,*' p. 87, fraiB 
" Aftropbd and Scdla." The fint two UiMt adapCid bj 
Wofdnrorth, ** MiMcUMMOM SoBBtti,'* Ka 8. 




138 COURTLY POETS. 

Siiro, if that long»with-love-acquaintcd eyos 

Can judge of love, thou feel st a lover's case. 

I read it in thy looks ; thy languished grace 
To me, that feel the like, thy state descries. 
Then, even of fellowship, moon ! toll mo 

Is constant love deemed there but want of wit? 
Are beauties there os proud as hero they be ? 

Do they above love to be loved, and yet 
Those lovers scorn, whom that love doth possess ? 
Do they call virtue there ungratefulness? 

II. « 

CoiiB, sleep ; sleep ! the certain knot of peace, 

The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe, 
The poor man's wealth, the prisoner's release, 

The indifferent judge between the high and low ; 
With shield of proof, shield me from out the prease 

Of those fierce darts despair at me doth throw. 
O make in me those civil wars to cease ; 

I will good tribute pay if thou do so. 
Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest bed, 

A chamber deaf to noise and blind to light, 
A rosy garland and a weary head : 

And if these things, as being thine by right. 
Move not iby heavy grace, thou shalt in me 
livelier than elsewhere Stella's image see. 

Lkavs me, love I which reaohest but to dust. 
And thou, my mind, aspire to higher things I 

• Oray't *• MiMtUaoflMt Worki of Sidn«y,'' p. 92. 
flidsiiy't '^ArcsdUi,'' p. 699, edit. 1674. 



I 
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Grow rich in that which neror taketh rust : 

Wliatever fades, but fading plcaaore brings. 
Draw in thy beama, and humble all thy might 

To that sweet' yoke where lasting fireedoms be ; 
Which breaks the elouds and opens forth the light; 

That doth both shine, and give us sight to see. 
take fast hold I Let that light be thy guide 

In this small course which birth draws out to 
death; 
And think how evil beoometh him to slide 

Who scekcth Heaven, and comes of heavenly 
breath. 
Then farewell, world I thy uttermost I see: 
Eternal Love, maintain thy life in me ! 

Splene^iUs Umgum wdecSeo nuffU, 



X. 

PSALM LXIX." 

(From Ui« tnuulaUon of tli« Pulau b/ Sir Philip Sidatr, 
and his niiter "Marr, CoaotMi of Pombrokt.) 

ROUBLOUS sess my soul-surround: 
Save, Ood ! my sinking soul, — 
Sinking where it feels no ground. 
In this gulf, this whirling h<de: 
Waiting aid, with earnest eying, 
\ Calling God with bootless crying ; 




* Prom th« oditioB of 1SS3. p. ISO. Thif Ptaha bdoogi 
to Ui« pwt which is fMMnUj aacribtd to tho CowMoii of 
Pcmbroko. 
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Dim and dry in mo aro foand 
Eye to 860 and throat to sound. 

Wrongly sot to work my woo, 

Haters have I more than hairs : * 
Force in my afflicting foo 

Bettering still, in mo impairs. 
Thus to pay and leoso constrained 
What I never ought or gained. 
Yet say I, Thou Ood dost know 
How my faults and follies go. 

Mighty Lord ! let not my case 
Blank the rest that hope in Thee ! 
* Let not Jacob's God deface 

All His friends in blush of me ! 
Thine it is, Thine only quarrel 
Dights me thus in shame's apparel : 
Mote nor spot nor least disgrace, 
But for Thee, could taint my face. 

To my kin a stranger quite, 

Quite an alien am I grown : 
In my very brethren's sight 

Most uncared for, most unknown. 
With Thy temple's zeal out-eaten, 
With Thy slanders' scourges beaten, 
Whik) the shot of piercing spite. 
Bent at Thee, on me doth light. 

* « * * * 4> 

Unto Thee what needs be told 
My reproach, my blot, my blame? 

Sith both these Thou didst behold. 
And canst all my haters name. 
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WhQos offlictod, whiles heart-broken. 
Waiting yet aomo friendship's token, 
Some I looked would me uphold, — 
Looked, — ^but found all eomfort oold. 

Ck>mfort? nay, not seen before, 
Needing food they set me gall ; 

Vinegar they filled me store. 

When for drink my thirst did call. 

O then snare them in their pleasures ! 

Make them trapt oven in their treasures ! 

Gladly sad, and riehly poor, 

Sightless most, yet mightless more ! 

Down upon them fury rain ! 

Lighten indignation down ! 
Turn to Mraste and desert plain 

House and palace, field and town ! 
Let not one be left abiding 
Where such rancour had residing ! 
Whom Thou paincst, more they pain ; 
Hurt by Thee, by them is slain. 



.. ». »• 



•< 
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XI. 

FANCY AND DESIRE.* 

(Uv Edvrtnl Enrl of Oxford. Bom 1540? died 1604.) 

OME hithor, shepherd's swain ! 
Sir, what do you require? 
I pray thcc, show to mo thy name ! 
My namo is Fond Desire. 

When wort thoa born. Desire ? 
In pomp and prime of May. 
Ky whom, sweet boy, wort thou begot ? 
By fond Conceit, men say. 

Tell mo, who was thy nurse ? 
Fresh youth, in sugared joy. 
What was thy meat and daily food ? 
Kad sighs, with great annoy. 

What hadst thou then to drink ? 
Unfeigned lovers' tears. 
What cradle wert thou rocked in ? 
In hope devoid of fears. 

What lulled thee then asleep ? 
Sweet speech, which likes me best. 
Tell me, where is thy dwelling-place ? 
In gentle hearts I rest. 

* Qirwi bj Percy from Deloney's " Qarland of GoodwiU,** 
|K 105» Percy Boc. od. { bj Ellis and others from Breton's 
** Bower of DeUehts,** 1597. A shorter copy in Puttenham's 
-Art of Poesy,'^ 15S9, p. 17J, m by •• Edward, Kari of Ox- 
Ibrd, a most noble and learned Kentleroan.** Also imper- 
feecly in HarL Ma 6910, fol. 145, and In MS. RawL S5. 
W. 15, 
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Whot thing doth please thoo most? 
To gazo on beauty still. 
Whom dost thou think to bo thy foe ? 
Disdain of my good will. 

Doth oompony displease ? 
Yes, surely, many one. 
Where doth Desire delight to live? 
Ho loves to live alone. 

Doth either time or age 
Bring him unto decay ? 
No, no ! Desire both lives and dies 
A thousand times a day. 

Then, fond Desire, farewell ! 
Thou art no mate for mo ; 
I should bo loath, methinks, to dwell 
With such a one as thee. 



XII. 
IF WOMEN COULD BE FAIR, btc.» 

(By Edwud £tf 1 of Oxford.) 

F women could be fair, and yet not fond, 
Or that their love were firm, not 
fickle, still, 
I would not marvel that they make 
men bond 

' MS. lUwl. 85. fol. 16, M by the **Etfl of Ozcnford.** 
Printed from that M& br Dr. Bline, Prefer to Drydgw' rt* 
priot of *< England's Helicon,*' p. xxri; and fram him br 
many othens aometimee with tbt Utle •• A Renvndation." A 
different copy waa printed bv Byrd in 1567; §m **CaBi. 
Lit." roll ii. p. 114,Mcond adit 
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By service long to purchase their good will ; 
But when I see how frail those creatures are» 
I moao that men forget themselves so far. 

To mark the choice they make, and how they change. 
How oft from PhoBbus they do flee to Pan, 

Unsettled still, like haggards ^vild, they range, — 
These gentle birds that fly from man to man ; 

Who would not scorn and shake them from the fist. 

And let them fly, fair fools, which way they list? 

Yet, for disport, we fawn and flatter both. 

To pass the time when nothing else can please ; 

And train them to our lure with subtle oath, 
Till, weary of their wiles, ourselves we ease : 

And then we say, when we their fancy try. 

To play with fools, oh, what a fool was 1 1 



XIII. 
FAIN WOULD I SING, ktc.' 

(B7 Edward Earl of Oxford.) 

IAIN would I sing, but Fury makes me fret, 
And Rage hath sworn to seek revenge 
of wrong ; 
My maxed mind in malice so is set, 
As Death sliall daunt my deadly dolours long : 

* Ma Taon. SOS, p. 193. m bj tbt ** E«rl of OztniM.'* 
PHsttd Avn that M8. br Dr. Blits, adit, of Wood'a 
'«Faall,'*val.L^177. 
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Patience porforeo is such a pinching paini 
As die I will, or sufTcr wrong again. 

I am no sot, to suffer such abuse 
As doth bereare my heart of his delight ; 

Nor will I frame myself to such as use 
With calm consent to suffer such despite : 

No quiet sleep shall once possess mine eye. 

Till Wit have wrought his will on injury. 

My heart shall fail, and hand shall lose his force. 
But some device shall pay Despite his due ; 

And Fuiy shall consume my careful corsOi 
Or raze the ground whereon my sorrow grew : 

Lo ! thus, in rage of ruthful mind refbaed, 

I rest revenged of whom I am abujied. 



XIV.- 

THE EARL OF OXFORD TO THE READER OF 

BEDIKGFI£Lp*S CARDAKUS.* 

(1576.) 



^ey; 



HE labouring man that tills the fertile 
' soil. 
And reaps the harvest fruit, hath not 
indeed 
The gain, but pain; and if for all his toil 

He gets the straw, the lord will have the seed. 

* FrefixMl to Bedingfield't tninalAtioii of Cor4«ii«t's 
"Gomroit," 1576, whidi wm "pabliibod by connuiiMlMOBt 
of tho right henoorablo tho E«rl of Ozcnford,** wlio sIm hat 
m prcfatoty kttcr to tho tnnalotor. 

L 
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The maoehoi fine falb not unto his share ; 

On eoanest cheat his hungry stomach feeds ; 
The landlord doth po s s e sB the finest fare ; 

He pulls the flowers, the other plucks but weeds. 

Hie mason poor that builds the lordly halls 
Dwells not in them ; they are for high degree ; 

His cottage is compact in paper wallsi 
And not with brick or stone as others be. 

The idle drone that labours not at all 
. 8oeks up the sweet of honey from the bee : 
Who worketh most, to their share least doth fall : 
With duo desert reward will never be. 

The swiHest hare unto the mastiff slow 
Oft-times doth fall to him as for a prey : 

The greyhound thereby doth miss his game, we 
know, 
For which ho made such speedy haste away. 

80 he that takes the pain to pen the book 
Reaps not the gills of goodly golden Muse ; 

But those gain that who on the work shall look, 
And from the sour the sweet by skill doth choose: 

For he that beats the bush the bird not gets. 

But who site still and holdeth last the nets. 
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XV. 
1. 

EPIGRAM.' 

(By Edwud Eari ofOzlbnl.) 

lERE I a king, I could oommand content; 
Wcro I obscure^ hidden should be 
my cores; 
Or were I dead, no cares should me 
torment. 
Nor hopes, nor hates, nor lores, nor griefs, nor 
fears. 
A doubtful choice, — of these three which to crave ; 
A kingdom, or a cottage, or a grave. 





2. 
ANSWERED THUS BY S' P. S. 

lERT thou a king, yet not command 
content, 
Sith empire nono thy mind could yet 
suffice; 
\Ycrt thou obscure, still cares would thee torment; 

But wcrt Uiou dead, all care and sorrow dies. 
An easy choice,— of these three which to crave ; 
No kingdom, nor a cottage, but a grave. 

* MS. Chetham 8012, p. 84. A cop/ of tb« flnt two 
epignuBs, without dUtinctioa of autbon, is printad Droa 
•«an ancient MS. HiacaUanj*'* in Lord Orfonl% •• War W 
vol. L p. 551, at Lord Oxlbcd'% aignad *• Vara.'* 
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3. 

ANOTHER, OF ANOTHER MIND. 

KING ? oh, boon for my aspiring mind ! 
A cottage makes a country swad 
rejoice ; 
And as for death, I like him in his kind, 
Bat God forbid that he should be my ehoice ! 
A kingdom or a cottage or a gravci— 
Nor last, nor next, by t first and best I crave ; 
The rest I can whenas I list enjoy, 
Till then salute me thus,— Fiiw U So^i 

F.U. 




4. 
ANOTHER, OF ANOTHER MIND. 

|HE greatest kings do least command 
content ; 
The greatest cares do still attend a 
crown; 

A graTS all hap|iy fortunes do[th] prevent, 
Making the noble equal with the clown : 
A quiet country life to lead I crave ; 
A cottage, then ; no kingdom nw a grave. 
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XVI. 

MY MIND TO ME A KINQDOM IS.^ 

(By Sir Edwaid Djtr. Born cirt. 1540; died 1607.) 

Y mind to mo a kingdom ia. 

Such present joys therein I find. 
That it ezcob all other bliaa 

That earth affords or grows by kind : 
Though much I want which most wouM hare. 
Yet still my mind forbids to craTO. 

No princely pomp» no wealthy store. 

No force to win the \nctory, 
No wily wit to salve a sore. 

No shape to feed a loving eye ; 
To none of these I yield as thrall : 
For why ? My mind doth serve for all. 

I see how plenty [surfeits] oft, 
And hasty climbers soon do fall ; 

I see that those which are alod 
Mishap doth threaten most of all ; 

They get with toil, they keep with fear ; 

Such cares my mind could never bear. 

* From MS. Bawl. S5. p. 17. Tb«ra it a vtry thnilir 
b«t •nonymooi copy in Brit. Mat. Addit. MS. 15,225, p. 
85. Longvr copiw, alto anonmont, art printed from Byrd 
in •• Eze. Tndor.** vol. i. pp. 100-1, and in •* Gens. Lit.** vol. 
it pp. lOS-9 ; at woU aa by Pwcy, &e. TiMrt ia an imita- 
tion in J. SylToatar'a «< Worka," p. 651. 
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Content to live, this is my stay ; 

I seek no more than may suffice ; 
I press to bear no haughty sway ; 

Look, what I lack my mind supplies : 
LOy thus I triumph like a king. 
Content with that my mind doth bring. 

Some have too mueh, yet still do crave ; 

I little have, and seek no more. 
They are but poor, though much they have, 

And I am rich with little Htore : 
They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ; 
They lock, I leave ; they pine, I live. 

I laugh not at anothcr^s loss; 

I grudge not at another s pain ; 
No worldly waves my mind con toss ; 

My state at one doth still remain : 
I fear no foe, I fawn no friend ; 
I loathe not life, nor dread my end. 

Some weigh their pleasure by their lust, 
Their wisdom by their rage of will ; 

Their treosuro is Uieir only trust ; 
A cloaked craft their store of skill : 

But all the ploosure that I find 

Is to maintain a quiet mind. 

My wealth is health and perfect ease : 
My eonseienoe dear my chief defence ; 

I neither seek by bribes to please, 
Nor by deceit to breed offence : 

Thus do I Kts; thus will I die; 

Would aU did so as weU as I! 

B. Diaa. 
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xvn. 

1. 

THE SHEPHERD'S CONCEIT OF 

PROMETHEUS.! 

(Br Sir Edward Dy«r.) 

IrOMETHEUS when first frooi hesTen 
high 
He brought down fire, 'ore then on 
earth unaeen. 
Fond of the light, a 6at)T, atanding by, 
Gave it a kiss, as it like sweet had been. * 

Feeling forthwith the other'a bttming power. 
Wood ynih theamart, with shouts and shriekings 
ahriUy 

He aought hia ease in river, field and bower, 
But for the time hia grief went with him stilL 

So silly I, nith that unwonted aight 
In human ahape, an angel from above, 

Feeding mine eyea, the impression there did light, 
That ainee I run and rcat aa pleaaeth love. 

The difierenco is, the satjrr's lips, my heart,— 
He for a while, I evermore,— have amart. 

> With Drcr't naiM in If & BmmU S5. p. a, aiid « Emg' 
iMid't Helicoa,** 1600 1 alto bttdcd S. D. la «th« Oaaataw 
of Pambroiit't AreMUa,** ^ 477. adit. 159S. Aa 
eopj fai Hari. MS. SSIO, M. 154, 
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2. 

A REPLY.i 

(Bjr Sir Philip Sidney.) 

SATYR once did run away for dread, 
With sound of horn, which he him- 
self did blow; 
Fearing and feared, thus from himself 
he fled. 
Deeming strange evil in that he did not know. 

Sueh causeless fears when coward minds do take, 
It makce them fly that which they fain would 
have; 

As this poor beast, who did his rest fbrsakc, 
Thinking not why, but how, himself to save. 

Kven thus mought I, for doubts which I conceive 
Of mine own words, mine own good hap betray; 

And thus might I, for fear of maybe, leave 
The sweet pursuit of my desired prey. 

Better like I thy satyr, dearest Dsrer, 
Who burnt his lips to kiss fair shining Are. 

' Tnm tbt Mint copiti m tbt prtctding place. 
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XYIII. 

THE MAN ^VIIOSE THOUGHTS, «Tr.« 

(Bj Sir Edward I>3r«r.) 

^HE man whose thoughts against him do 
conspire. 
In whom Mishap her story doth de- 
paint, 
The man of woe, the matter of [desire], 

Free of the dead, that lives in endless plaint. 
His spirit am I, which in this desert lie, 
To rue his case, whoso cause I cannot fly. 

Despair my name, who never finds relief; 

Friended of none, but to myself a foo ; 
An idle care, maintained by firm belief 

That praise of faith shall through my torments 
grow; 
And count those hopes, that others* hearts do ease. 
But base conceits the common sense to please. 

For sure I am I never shall attain 
The happy good from whence my joys arise ; 

Xor have I power my sorrows to restrain. 

But wail the want, when nought else may suiBee ; 

Whereby my life the shape of death must bear, — 

That death which feels the worst that life doth fear. 

* M& Bawl. 85, M. 7, signed '< BI. Ditr.** Printed from 
that MS. }>y Dr. miat, adiL of Wood's -A. O,** vol. L p. 
743. Tliara ia an anonrmona oooj la HarL US. 6910, fbl. 
169. 
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Rut what Avaib with tragical complaint, 

Not hoping help, the Furies to awake? 
Or why should I the happy minds acquaint 
* With doleful tones, their settled peace to shake? 
All ye that here hehold Infortune's faro, 
May judge no woe may with my grief compare. 




V XIX. 

A FANCY.» 

(Bjr Sir Edward Djrar.) 

E that his mirth hath lost, 

Whoso comfort is dismayed, 
Whose hope is vain, whose faith is 
scorned, 
Whose trust is all betrayed, 

If he have held them dear, 
And cannot cease to moon, 
Como, lot him take his place by me ; 
lie shall not rue alone. 

But if the smallest sweet 
Be mixed with all his sour ; 

> MS. Rawl. Poet. S5, fol. 109, ligMd m Mow| MS. 
Tabs. 906, ibl. 173, with tht urn* aigiiAtor«| MS. Ashm. 
7S1, p. 140, tigiMd "Sr Ed. Dyert" sad IIatI. M& 6910, 
fol. 1S9. AatlMnUeatod by Djtr hioiMlf tbroagh tht tmeni 
■(gMlart BMT tht Md, tad aacfibed to him bj R. Soothwoll 
is tht pom whkh Mlowt in thitTolniiM. Wronglj daimod 
Ibr Lord Pimbroks la 4ho ** Potma of Pooibroko and Riid- 
yafd,** IMO, ^ 19. 
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If in the day, the month, tho year. 
He feel one lightening hour, 

Then rest he hy himself ; 
He is no mate for me, 
Whose hope is fallen, whose saeeonr ToicU 
Whose hap his death must he* 

Yet not the wished deaths 
^Vhieh hath no plaint nor laek, 
Whieh, making free the hotter part. 
Is only nature's wrarJi. 

no ! that were too well ; 
My death is of tho mind, 
Which always yields extrcmest pains, 
And leaves the worst behind. 

As one that lives in show, 
But inwardly doth die. 
Whoso knowledge is a bloody field 
Where all hope slain doth lie ; 

« 

Whose heart the altar is ; 
Whose spirit, the saerifice 
Unto the powers, whom to appease 
No sorrow can suffice. 

My fancies are like thorns. 
On which I go by night ; 
Mine arguments are like an host • 
Which force hath put to flight. 

My sense is passion's spy ; 
My thoughts like ruins old 
Of famous Gorthage, or the town 
Which Sbon boiigfat and sold ; 
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Which still before mine eyes 
My mortal fall do lay, 
Whom love and fortune once advanced. 
And now hath cast away. 

thoughts, no thoughts, but wounds. 
Sometime the seat of joy. 

Sometime the seat of quiet rest. 
But now of all annoy. 

1 sowed the soil of peace ; 
My blifls was in the spring ; 

And day by day I ate the fruit 
Which my life's tree did bring. . 

To nettles now my com, 
My field is turned to flint, 
. Where, sitting in the cypress shade, 
I read the hyaeint. 

The peace, the rest, the life. 
That I enjoyed before 
CSame to my lot, that by the loss 
My smart might sting the more. 

So to unhappy men 
The best frames to the worst ; 
time, phico, words, looks, 
Dear then, but now accurst ! 

In wa$ stands my delight ; 
In ii and lAotf, my woe ; 
My horror fastens on the ^; 
My hope hangs on the no. 
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I look for no relief; 
Relief would come too late ; 
Too late I find, I find too well, 
Too well stood my estate. 

Behold, aueh is the end ; 
What thing may here be sure ? 
O, nothing eke but plaints and moans 
Do to the end endure. 

Forsaken first was I, 
Then utterly forgotten ; 
And he that came not to my fiiith, 
I/> ! my reward hath gotten. 

Then, Love, where is the sauee 
That makes thy torment sweet? 
Where is the eause that some have thought 
Their death through thee but meet? 

The stately chaste disdain, 
The secret shamefnstness, \ 

The grace reserved, the common light ' 
Which shines in worthiness. 

O would it were not so, 
Or I it might excuse ! * 

would the wrath of jealousy 
My judgment might abuse I 

frail inconstant kind, 
O safe in trust to no man I 
No women angels be, and lo I 
My mistress is a woman I 
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Yet hate I but the fault. 
And not the faulty one, 
Nor can I rid me of the bands 
Wherein I Ho alone. 

« 

Alone I lie, whose like 
Was never seen as jet ; 
The prince, the poor, the old, the young, 
The fond, the fUl of wit. 

Hers still remain must I, 
By wrong, by death, by shame ; 
I cannot blot out of my mind 
That love wrought in her name. 

I cannot set at nought 

lliat once I held so dear ; 
\ I cannot make it seem so far 
^ That is indeed so near. 

Not that I moan henceforth 
This strange will to profess. 
Am one that would betray such troth, 
And build on fickleness. 

But it shall never fitil 
That my faith bare in hand ; 
I gave my word, my word gave me; 
Both word and gift must stand I 

8ith then it must be thus. 
And thus is all-to ill, 
I yieU me captive to my curso, 
]ly hard iate to fulfil 
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The solitary woods 
My city shall become ; 
The darkest den shall be my lodge. 
Wherein 111 rest or roam. 

Of heben black my board ; 
The worms my feast shall be. 
On which my eareass shall be fed 
Tin they do feed on me ; 

My wine of Niobc, 
My bed of cmggy rock, 
The serpent 8 hiss my harmony, 
The shrieking owl my dock. 

My exercise nought else 
But raging agonies ; 
My books of spiteful Fortune's foils 
And dreary tragedies. 

My walk the paths of plaint, 
My prospect into hell. 
Where wretched Si8}'phe and his phcres 
In endless pains do dwell. 

And though I seem to use 
The puefs feigned style, 
To figure forth my rueful plight, 
My fall or my exile, 

Yet is my grief not feigned, 
In whieh I starve and pine ; . 

Who feel it most shall find it least 
If his compare with mine. 
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My Muae if any ask, 
Whose grievous ease was sueh? 
Dt xke thou lot his name be known ; 
His folly shows so much. 

But best 'twere thee to hide. 
And never eome to light ; 
For on the earth may none but I 
This action sound aright. 

Miserum estfuisBe, 

E. DiiK. 



MASTER DYER'S FANCY TURNED TO A 
SINNER'S COMPLAINT.* 

(Bj RolMrt SooihwdL Born 1560; died 1695.) 

E that his mirth hath lost, 
Whose comfort is to rue, 
Whose hopb is fallen, whose faith is 
crnzed, 
Whoso trust is found untrue; 

If he have held them dear, 
And cannot cease to inoan. 
Come, let him take his place by me ; 
He shall not rue alone. 

■ flosthwtU't •^Pornnt," edit 1630, tign. w 7, &c., with 
tlM till*, ** A rancj Urncd to • Slnntr'ii Compltiot." The 
titio which I h«T« adopted if foand io tht Ma of 8osthwill*a 
poMM Mtd to hoih tht flMdora oditioM,or Wtltor, p. S4, 
sad TmnMHU p* 81. 
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But if tho aniilloRt sweet 
Be mixed with all his sour; 
If in tho day, the month, the )*eftr, 
He feels one hghtening hoar. 

Then rest he with himself; 
He is no mate for me, 
Whose time in tears, whose race in mth. 
Whose life a death most he. 

Yet not the wished death, 
That feels no pain or lack. 
That, making free the better part, 
Is only nature's wrack : 

no I that were too wcU ; 
My death is of the mind. 
That always yields extremest pangs. 
Yet threatens worse behind. 

As one that lives in show. 
And inwardly doth die ; 
Whoso knowledge is a bloody field, 
Where Virtue slain doth lie ; 

Wliose heart tho altar is. 
And host, a God to move ; 
From whom my ill doth fear revenge, 
His good doth promise love. 

My fancies are like thorns. 
In which I go by night ; 
My frighted wits are like an host 
That force hath put to flight 
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My sense is pnssion's spy ; 
My thoughts like ruins old, 
Which show how fair the building was. 
While grace did it uphold. 

And still before mine eyes 
My mortal fall they lay : 
Whom grace and virtue once advanced. 
Now sin hath cast away. 

thoughts, no thoughts, but wounds. 
Sometime the seat of joy, 

Sometime the store of quiet rest, 
But now of all annoy. 

1 sowed the soil of peace; 
My bliss wss in the spring; 

And day by day the fruit I ate, 
-*. That virtue's tree did bring. 

To nettles now my com, 
My field is turned to flint, 
Where I a heavy harvest reap 
Of eares that never stint. 

The peace, the rest, the life, 
That I enjoyed of yore, 
Were happy lot, but by their loss 
My smart doth sting the more. 

So to unhappy men 
The best frames to the worst: 
time, pbee, where thus I fell. 
Deer then, but now accurst I 



V 
\ 
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In mu stands my delight ; 
In if and shaU, mj woe ; 
Uy horror fiiatencd in the jfw; 
My hope hangs in the no. 

Unworthy of relief. 
That craved is too late. 
Too kte I find, I find too well. 
Too well stood my estate. 

Behold, such is the end 
That Pleasure doth procure ; 
Of nothing else but care and phunt 
Can she the mind assure. 

Forsaken first by Grace, 
By Pleasure now forgotten, 
Her pain I feci, but Oraeo's wage 
Have others from me gotten. 

Then, Grace, where is the joy 
That makes thy torments sweet? 
Where is the cause that many thought 
Their deaths through thee but meet? 

Where thy disdain of sin, 
Thy secret sweet delight. 
Thy sparks of bliss, thy heavenly joys, 
That shined erst so bright ? . 

that they were not lost, 
Or I could it excuse ! 
that a dream of feigned loss 
My judgment did abuse I 
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frail inconstant flesh, 
Soon trapped in every gin I 

Soon wrought thus to betray thy soul. 
And plunge thyself in sin ! 

Yet hate I but the fault, 
And not the faulty one, 
Nor can I rid from me the mate 
That forceth me to moan ; 

To moan a sinner's case, 
Than which was never worse, 
In prinoe or poor, in young or old, 
In blest or full of curse. 

. Tot Ood's must I remain, 
By death, by wrong, by shame ; 

I cannot blot out of my heart 
That Grace writ in His name. 

1 cannot set at nought 
Whom I have held so dear; 

I cannot make Htm seem afar, 
That is indeed so near. 

Not that I look henceforth 
For loVo that erst I found ; 
Sth tluit I brake my plighted troth 
To build on fickle ground. 

Yet that shall never fail 
Which my fiiith bare in hand; 
I gave my vow ; my vow gave me ; 
Both vow and gift shall stand. 
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But since that I hav« nnned. 
And aeourge none is too iUy 
I yield me captive to my eone, 
My hard fiUe to fidfiL 

The solitary wood 
My city shall become ; 
The darkest dens shall bo my lodge; 
In which I rest or come ; 

A sandy plot my board. 
The worms my fcnst shall be, 
Wherewith my carcass shall bo fed, 
Until they feed on me. 

My tears shall be my wine. 
My bed a craggy rock. 
My harmony the serpent's hiss. 
The screeching owl my dock. 

My exercise, remorse, 
And doleful sinners' lays ; 
My book, remembrance of my crimes, 
And fhults of former days. 

My walk, the path of phiint ; 
My prospect into hdl, 
Where Judas and his cursed crew 
In endless pains do dwelL 

And though I seem to use 
The feigning poet's style. 
To figure forth my careful pli^t^ 
My fall and my exile ; 
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Yet 18 my griof not feigned. 
Wherein I etanre and pine ; 

Who feels the most shall think it least, 
If his oompare with mine. 




XXI. 
WHO GRACE FOR ZENITH HAD.> 

AKOTHKR ADAPTATION OF SIR K. DTKR's FANCT. 

(By Fnlke Grarille, Lord Brooke. Born 1554 ; 

died 1628.) 

»H0 graoo for zenith had, 

From which no shadows grow, 
Who hath seen joy of all his hopes. 
And end of all his woe ; 

Whose love beloved hath been 
The orown of his dosiro ; 
Who hath seen sorrow's glories burnt 
In sweet affeetion*s fire ; 

If from this heavenly state, 
Which souls with souls unites. 
He be fallen down into the dark 
Despaired war of sprites, 

Let him lament with roe ; 
For none doth glory know, 
That hath not been above himself, 
And thenee fallen down to woe. 

■ "OflUea,** Boiiail UBZin, ta Loid Brookt'e "Works." 

isis» pp. its-ssa. 
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But if there be one hope 
Left in his hinguiahed heart. 
If fear of worse, if wish of eaae. 
If horror may depart. 

He pbj8 with hie eomplaints ; 
He is no mate for me, 
Whose love is lost, whose hopes are fled, 
\lliose fears for ever be : 

Yet not those happy fears 
Which show Desire her death. 
Teaching with use a peace in woe, 
And in despair a faith* 

No, no; my fears kill not, 
But moke uncurod wounds. 
Where joy and peace do issue out. 
And only pain abounds. 

Unpossible are help. 
Reward, and hope to me; 
Yet while unpossible they are, 
They easy seem to be. 

Most easy seems remorse. 
Despair, and death to me ; 
Yet while they passing easy seem, 
Unpossible they be. 

80 neither can I leave 
My hopes that do dcceiTe, 
Nor can I trust mine own despair 
And nothing else reeeive* 
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Thus be unhappy men 
Blest, to be more accurst ; 
Near to the glories of the sun 
Clouds with most horror burst. 

Like ghosts raised out of graves, 
Who liire not, though they go, 
Whose walking fear to others is, 
And to themselves a woe ; 

80 is my life by her 
Whose love to me is dead. 
On whoso worth my despair yet walks, 
And my desire is fed. 

I swallow down the bait 
Which carries down my death ; 
I cannot put love from my heart 
While life draws in my breath. 

My winter is within. 
Which withereth my joy ; 
My knowledge, seat of civil war. 
Where friends and foes- destroy ; 



And my desires are wheels, 
Whereon my heart is borne. 
With endless turning of themselves, 
Still living to be torn. 

My thoughts are eagle's food, 
Ordained to be a prey 
To [wrath], and being still consumed. 
Yet never to decay. 
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My memory, where once 
My heart laid up the store 
Of help, of joy, of spirit's wealth. 
To multiply them more, . 

Is now become the tomb 
Wherein all these lie dain ; 
My help, my joy, my spirit's wealth 
All sacrificed to pain. 

c 

In Parndiso I once 
Did live, and taste the tree, 
Which shadowed was from all the world. 
In joy to sluidow me : 

The tree hath lost his fruit, 
Or I have lost my seat ; 
My soul both black with shadow is. 
And over-burnt with heaL 

Truth here for triumph serves, 
To show her power is great, 
Whom no desert can overcome, 
Nor no distress entreat 

Time past lays up my joy. 
And time to come my grief; 
She ever must bo my desire, 
And never my reUef. 

Wrong, her lieutenant is ; 
My wounded thoughts are they 
Who have no power to keep the field. 
Nor will to run away. 



nr« «»«^P^IV^BH 
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rneful oonstanoy ! 
And where is change so base, 
As it may be oompared with thee 
In scorn and in disgrace ? 

Like as the kings forlorn » 
Deposedfrom their estate. 
Yet cannot choose but lore the crown. 
Although new kings they hate ; 

If they do plead their right, — 
Nay, if they only lire, — 
Offences to the crown alike 
Their good and ill shall gi^e. 

80 I would I were not. 
Because I may complain. 
And cannot choose but love my wrongs, 
And joy to wish in i-ain. 

This faith condemneth me ; 
My right doth rumour move : 
I may not know the cause I fell, 
Nor yet without cause love. 

Then, love, whore is reward, — 
At lesst where is the fame 
Of them that, being, bear thy cross. 
And, being not, thy name ? 

The world's example I, 
A fable everywhere, 
A well from whence the springs are dried, 
A tree that doth not bear ; 
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I, liko the bird in cage. 
At first with cunning caught. 
And in my bondage for delight 
With greater cunning taught. 

Now owner's humour dies ; 
I neither loved, nor fed, 
Kor freed am, till in the cago 

Forgotten I bo dead. ^ 

The ship of Greece, the stream, 
And she bo not the same 
They were, although ship, stream, and die 
Still bear their antique name. 

The wood which was, is worn ; 
Those waves are run away ; 
Yet still a ship, and still a stream, 
Still running to a sea. 

She loved, and still she loves. 
But doth not still love me ; 
To all except myself yet is 
As she was wont to be. 

my once happy thoughts I 
The heaven where grace did dwell I 
My saint hath turned away her faee ; 
And made that heaven my hell ! 

A hell, for so is that 
From whence no souls return. 
Where, while our spirits are sacrificed. 
They waste not, though they bum. 
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Since then this is my state. 
And nothinfi; worse than this, 
Behold the map of death-like lite, 
Bxifed from lovely bliss: 

Alone among the world, 
Strange with my friends to be, 
Showing my fidl to thorn that soom, 
See not, or will not see ; 

lij heart a wilderness, 
My studies only fear, 
And, as in shadows of eurst death, 
A prospeet of despair. 

My exercise must be 
My horrors to repeat; 
My peace, joy, end, and sacrifice. 
Her dead love to entreat ; 

My food, the time that was ; 
The time to come, my fast ; 
For drink, the barren thirst I feel 
Of glories that aro past ; 

Sighs and salt tears my bath ; 
Reason my looking-glass, 
To show me he most, wretched is 
That once most happy 



Forlorn desires my eloek. 
To tell me every day 
That Time hath stolen love, life, and all 
But my distroBS away. 
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For music, heavy mgha ; 
My walk an inward woe ; 
Which liko a shadow ever shall 
ficforo my body go. 

And I m}-self am he 
Thai doth with none compare, 
Except in woes and lack of worth 
Whose states more wretehed are. 

Let no man ask my name, 
Nor what else I should be ; 
For Orievb-ill, pain, forlorn estate. 
Do best decipher me. 



ZXII. 
MONTANUS' FANCY 

ORAVRN UPON THE BABK OF A TALL BKSCK nSK.* 
(Bv TbomM Lodgtt. fiorn ISftS? dM 16S5.) 

IR8T shall the heavens want starry light ; 

The seas be robbed of their waves ; 
The day want sun, and sun vrant bright; 
The night want shade, the dead men 
graves ; 
The April flowers and leaf and tree. 
Before I false my faith to thee. 

* Fnmi Lodge't ^'RoMUnd; B«plin«^ QoMm LigMy," 
1590, 1593, &c Rtprintod in Colliw't «« SlmkMpMn't 
Library," 1845. 




174 COURTLT POETS. 

Firat shall tho tope of highest hills 
By humblo plains bo ovcrpried, 

And poots soorn tho Muses* quills, 
And fish forsake tho water glide, 

And Iris lose hor coloured weed, 

Beforo I fail thoo at thy neod. # 

First direful Hate shall turn to Peace, 
And LoTO relent in doep disdain, 

And Death his fatal stroke shall cease, 
And Envy pity every pain, 

And Pleasure mourn, and Sorrow smile, 

Before I talk of any guile. 

First Time shall stay his staylcss race, 
And Winter bless his brows with com, 

And snow hemoisten July's face. 

And Winter spring, and Summer mourn, 

Beforo my pen, by help of Fame, 

Cease to roeite thy sacred name. 



XXIII. 
THE SHEPHERD TO THE FLOWERS.* 

(Dcfort 159A.) 

WEET violeU, Lore's Fkiradise, that 

spread 
Yonr gracious odours,whieh you couched 
bear 
Within your paly faces, 

* ^ PhcBsiz KMt," l.<(93. p! 95i •• EnffUnd't Htlkon," 
IMO, fign. T, tigiMd ** Iiriioto.'' TiMnM in RfydgM* and 
tiM Oxford sdltloiii tf BsMgh't •'Potoit.'' 
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Upon tho gcntlo win^ of aomo calm-broatluDg wind 

That plays amidst tho plain ; 

If, by tho favour of propitious stars, yon gain 
Such grace as in my laidy's bosom place to find« 

Be proud to touch those places ! 
And when her warmth yourmoisturo forth dolh wear. 
Whereby her dainty ports are sweetly fed, 
You, honours of the flowery meads, I pray,— 

You, pretty daughters of the earth and sun, — 
With mild and seemly breathing straight display 

My bitter sighs, that hare my heart undone! 

Vermilion roses, that, with new day*s rise 
DispUiy your crimson folds fresh-looking (air. 

Whose radiant bright disgraces 
The rich adorned ra3's of roseate rising mom ; 

Ah, if her virgin s hand 

Do pluck your pure ere Phcobus view the land. 
And veil your gracious pomp in lovdy Nature's - 
scorn; ' 

If chance my mistress traces 
Fast by your flowers to take the summer's air ; 
Then, woeful blushing, tempt her glorious eyes 
To spread their tears, Adonis' death reporting; 

And tell love's torments, sorrowing for her friend. 
Whose drops of blood, within your leaves consorting, 

Report fair Venus' moans to have no end I 
Then may remorsci in pitying of my smart. 
Dry up my tears, and dwell within her heart. 
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XXIV. 

THERE IS NONE, O, NONE BUT Y0U1» 

(By Bobert Earl of Emcx. Bornl567; 
died 1601.) 



aw 



^HERE 18 none, 0, oono but you, 
Who from me ettronge the sight. 
Whom mine eyes affect to view, 
And chained can hear with delight. 



Others' beauties others move : 
In you I all the graces find ; 
Such are the effects of love, 
* To moke them happy that are kind. 

Women in frail beauty trust ; 

Only seem you kind to me ! 
Still be truly kind and just, 

For that can't dissembled be. 

Dear, afford me then your sight ! 

That, surveying all your looks. 
Endless volumes I may write, 

And fill the world with envied books, 

Which when after ages view, 
All shall wonder and despatr,^- 

Women, to find a man so true, 
And men, a woman half so fiiir I 

* Prfatod §nm Aabrcy't MBS. by Dr. BUh, tdlt. 
Wsod's'FMti,'' wL L ^ 14A. 
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A PASSION OF MY LORD OF 



>^;^^♦. 




APPY were he eould finish forth his Ikta 
In some unhaunted desert^ most 
obscure 
From all societies, from lore and hato 
Of worldly folk ; then might he sleep secure ; 
Then wake again, and ever gi^e God praise^ 

Content with hips and haws and bramble-berry; 
In contemplation spending all his days, 

And change of holy thoughts to moke him meny; 
Where, when he dies, his tomb may bo a bush. 
Where harmless robin dwells with gentle thrush. 



XXVI. 

VERSES MADE BY THE EARL OF 

ESSEX IN HIS TROUBLE.* 

HE ways on earth have paths and turn- 
ings known ; 
The ways on sea are gone by needless 
light; 

■ MaAshm. 781. p. 83, as "Certain Verm mcdtbj Lord 
Enex ;" and Cbctbam MS. 801S, p. 86, with the title given 
above. It it said to have been encloeed in a letter to the 
Queen from Ireland, In 1599, and haa been freqaentlj 
printed. 

• Printed from a Brit Mu. M& by Ellia. ^'SpedmeM,** 
Tol. ii. p. 361, edit. 1811 1 and DeTweas. "* Sarla of EMaz,** 
voLU.p. 111. 
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The birds of the air the nearest way have flown, 

And under earth the moles do east aright ; 
A way more hard than these I needs must take. 

Where none can teach, nor no man can direct ; 
Where no man's good for me example makes. 

But all men's faults do teach her to suspect. 
Her thoughts and mine sueh disproportion have ; 

All strength of love is infinite in me ; 
She useth the advantage time and fortune gave 

Of worth and power to get the liberty. 
Earth, sea, heaven, hell, are subject unto laws, 
Bat I, poor I, must suffer aiid know no cause. 

R. B« £• 



mm 
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xxvn. 

TO TIME.* 

(ByA.W. Ber«r«l€08.) 

^TERNAL Time! that wastest without 
waste. 



That art, and art not,— diest, and 
livest still ; 
Most slow of all, and yet of greatest hoste ; 

Both ill and good, and neiUier good nor ill : 
How can I justly praise thee or dispraise ? 
Dark are thy nights, but bright and dear thy days. 

* 

' BiTlM't '•PMtical RbaiNody," ISOS.ftc., p. 137, edit 
lUl. 
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Both free and searoey thou givest and takest again ; 

Thy womb, that all doth breed, is tomb to all ; 
What 80 by thee hath life by thee ia slain ; 

From thee do all things rise, to thee they fiill : 
Constant, inconstant ; moving, standing stiU ; 
Was, is, shall be, do thee both breed and kill. 

I lose thee, while I seek to find thee out ; 

The farther off, the more I follow thee ; 
The faster hold, the greater cause of doubt ; 

Was, is, I know ; but shall, I cannot see : 
All things by thee are measured, thou by none ; 
AU are in thee ; thou in thyself alone. 



XXVIIL 
UPON AN HEROICiVL POEM 

WHICH HB HAD BROUX (OT IIOTATION OP YmOIL). 

OF THB FISST IKHABtmrO THIS FAICODS 

ISLE BY BRUTB AND THB TBOJAKS.* 

(Bjr A. W. B«fon 1602.) 

Y wanton Muse, that whilome wont tosing 
Fair Beauty upraise and Yenus'sweofe 
delight. 
Of late had changed the tenour of her 
string 
To higher tunes than senre for Cupid's fight: 

> DaYiMo'i "Poetical RbapMdy," ISOS, Ac, |>. afi,tdit. 
1621. Alio in tho Meond oditioii of •* EDgUnd't Hdkoo." 
1612, ■• "An Heroical Pomd," with tlio ligDnlufo <* IgnoCa"* 
Tbeaco ia Biydgw* and tho Oxford odittooa of BaWgb't 
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Shrill trumpeU' soond, sharp swords, and lances 

strong, 
War, blood, and death were matter of her song. 

The god of Ioto by chance had heard thereof, 
Tliat I was proved a rebel to his crown : 

Fit words for war ! quoth he, with angry scoff; 
A likely man to write of Mars his frown I 

Well are they sped whose praises he will write. 

Whose wanton pen can nought but love indite ! 

This said, ho whisked his party-coloured wings, 
And down to earth he comes, more swift than 
thought ; 
llien to my heart in angry haste ho flings, 
To see what change iJicse news of wars had 
wrought: 
Ho pries and looks, — he ransacks every vein, — 
Yet finds he nought save love and lover's pain. 

Then I, that now perceived his needless fear, 
With heavy smile began to plead my cause :-*> 

In vain, quotii I, this endless grief I bear, 
In vain I strive to keep thy grievous laws. 

If, after proof so often trusty found, 

Unjust suspect condemn me as unsound. 

Is this the guerdon of my faithful heart? 

Is this the hope on which my life is stayed ? 
Is this the ease of nover-ocasing smart? 

Is this the price that for my pains is paid ? 
Yet better serve fierce Mars in bloody field, 
Where death or conquest end or joy doth yield. 

Long have I served ; what is my pay but pain ? 
Oft have I sued; what gain I but deby ? 
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My faithful lo\e is 'quited with disdain ; 

My grief a game, my pen is made a play ; 
Yea, Love, that doth in other favour find, 
In me is counted madness out of kind. 

And lost of all — ^but grievous most of all, — 
Thyself, sweet Love, hath killed me irith suspect : 

€k>uld Love believe that I from Love would ibll ? 
Is war of force to make me Love neglect ? 

No ! Cupid knows my mind is faster set. 

Than that by war I should my Love forget. 

My Muse, indeed, to war inclines her mind : 
The famous acts of worthy Brute to write. 

To whom the Gods this island's rule assigned. 
Which long he sought by seas through Neptune's 
spite: 

With such conceits my busy head doth swell. 

But in my heart nought else but Love doth dwell. 

And in this war, thy part is not the least : 

Here shall my Muse Brute's noble love declare ; 

Here shalt thou see thy double love increased, 
Of fairest twins that ever lady bare ; 

Let Mars triumph in armour shining bright. 

His conquered arms shall be thy triumph's %ht. 

As he the world, so thou shalt him subdue, 
And I thy glory through the world will ring ; 

Ho by my pains thou wilt vouchsafe to rue. 
And Idll despair. — ^With that he whisked his wing 

And bade me write, and promised wished rest ; 

But sore I fear false hope will be the best. 
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SONNET 
Tntnm to his majesty's instructions to bis 

DKABKST SON, HKNRT TBB PBINCbJ 
(By King James I.) 

[OD gives not kings tho style of gods in 
▼ain. 
For on His Throno His sceptre do 
they sway ; 
And as their subjects ought them to obey, 
80 kings should fear and serve their Ood again. 
If then ye would enjoy a happy reign, 
Observe the statutes of your Heavenly King, 
And from His Law make all your laws to spring. 
Since His lieutenant here ye slK>uld remain : 
Reward the just ; be steadfast, true, and plain ; 
Repress the proud, maintaining aye the right ; 
Walk alwa}-s so as ever in His sight, 
Who guards the godly, plaguing the profane. 
And so ye shall in princely virtues shine, 
Resembling right your mighty King divine. 

' *" W«fcs sf Kiof Jmms»*' by Bidiop MootagM, 1616, 
Pb 1S7. 
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VERSES ADDRESSED TO KINO JAMES L^ 
(Bjr Sir Artlrar GwgM. Jm. 1» 160»<10).) 

iP many now that sound with hope's 
eonaort 
Your wisdom, bounty, and peaoo- 
blcsBod reign. 
My skill is least ; but of the most import^ 

Bceause not schooled by favoun, gifts, or gain : 
And, that whieh more approTes my truthful lays, 
To sweet my tunes I strain not flattery's string. 
But hold that temper in your royal praise 

That long I did, before you were my king ; 
As one that virtue for itself regards, 
And loves his king more than his king*s rewards. 



EPITAPHS ON FRINGE HENRY.« 

(Died Not. 6, 1611.) 

I. 

iAIR Britain's Prince, in the April of his 
years. 
The heaven, enamoured with his 
springing grace, 

* Printed fimn tht original M& in thi BritiA Momm. 
is " RMtitata," vol. iv. p. 509. 

* ** MMMloam, or Um dMimt flowort of tbt EpiUpho** 
oa Princo H0B171 Edlttbwgli. 161S| ropriatod by Mr. D. 
Ulng. ISSS. 
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Befl to henelf for to enrich the spheres, 
And shine next Cynthia in the starry ohaseti 
And weU enjoy he might so high a place ; 

For frowning Neptune's liquid field of fears, 

And this poor mote of dust that all uphears, 
To his great mind seemed too-too small a space. 

Yet it his eorse doth keep ; dear pledge ! o'er which 
Affeetion's flames huge pyramids doth raise, 
AU graven with golden letters of his praise. 

Bat, ah ! deprived of a gem so rich. 
Great Britain now but great to all appears 
In her great loss, and oceans of tears. 

loKOTO. 




XI. 

\ pilgrim, dost thou stray 
By Asia's floods renowned ; 
Or where groat Atlas, crowned 
With clouds, him reaches 'hove heaven's 
milky way. 
Strange wonders to behold? 
By Isis' streams if thoult but deign to stay. 

One thoa shalt find surpassing all the told ; 
For there's in little room 
The prinoe of menfs], tod man of princes', tomb. 

lONOTO. 
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ERE lies the world's delight, 
Dead to our sight, but in eternal light. 
These nine who by him moan, 
The Muses were, alas ! 
But, through his fatal case» 
Are changed like wailing *Niobe in stone. 
8hc, elad in sable robes, 
Who, in a deadly sleep, 
Such pearlystrcams pours from her crystal ^obes. 

Is Virtue, that complains 
She wantcth Aigus' hundred eyes to weep. 

Or Iris* silver rains. 
That winged Penthesileia in the air 
Fame is, his praise who rolls 
Twizt both tbe starry poles. 
With earnest eyes to skies, and bay-crowned hair, 

Installed on Virtue's throne, 
This ghostly sire that tramples pale Despair, 
Brave Honour's called, who seoms to give a groan; 
For in the programme of his life he reads, 
Men's hopes of Him surmount Alcides' deeds. 

leiroTO. 
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XXXIl. 

THE MIND OF TUB FRONTISPIECE TO 

RALEIGH'S HISTORY OF THE 

WORLD.* 

(By Bm JonaoB. 1614.) 

ROM death and dark oblivion, near tho 
Bomo, 
The mistrofis of man's life, grave 
History, 

Haising the world to good or evil fame, 
Doth vindicate it to Eternity. 

High Providence would so, that nor the good 
Might be defrauded, nor the great secured ; 

But both might know their ways are understood, 
And the reward and punishment assured. ' 

This makes that, lighted by the beamy hand 
OfTruth,whieh searohcth the most hidden springs. 

And guided by Experience, whose straight wand 
Doth mete, whoso line doth sound, the depth of 
things. 

She eheeri\illy supporteth what she rears, 
Assisted by no strengths but are her own ; 

Some note of which each varied pilkir bean. 
By whieh, as proper titles, she is known — 

Time's Witness, Herald of Antiquity, 
The Ui^i of Tmith, and Life of Memory. 

■ Prtlasd snoii y mmttly to RiMgli't "Hittery,* bat 
ctaiNMd in Bm JooMi't •Uadwwoods,'* No. slil., with 
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xxxni. 

TO TIIE KING' 

(CSABLEB !•)• 
{By G«orf« Sandjt. Born 1577 s dkd 1644.) 

[UR graver Mtiao from her long drcui 

awakes; 
Peneian groves and Cirrhas eaves 

forsakes; 

Inspired with Kcal, she climbs the ethereal hiQs 
Of Solyma, where bleeding balm diHtils : 
Where trees of life unfading youth assure. 
And living waters all diseases euro ; 
Where the sweet singer, in eelestial lays, 
Sung to his solemn harp Jehovah*s praise. 
From that fallen Temple on her wings she bean ' 
Those heavenly raptures to your saered ears. ' 
Not that her bare and humble feet aspire 
To mount the threshold of the harmonious ehoir; 
But that at oneo she might oblations bring 
To God, and tribute to a god-like king. 
And since no narrow verse such mysteries. 
Deep sense, and high expressions could comprise, 
Her labouring wings a larger compass fly, 
And Poesy resolves with Poesy ; 
Lest she, who in the Orient dearly^rose, 
Should in your Western worid obscurely close. 

* PraSxed to QaaAy* **Funhrmm apoa lh« PMlmt sf 
DtTid,** I63C 
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XXXIY. 

DEO OPT, MAX.* 

(By G«org« Sandjf .) 

THOU, who all things host of nothing 
made, 

AVhoeo hand the radiant firmament dis- 
plajcdy 

With such an undiaccmod swiftness hurled 
About the steadfast centre of the world ; 
Against whoso rapid course the resUcss sun. 
And wandering flames in varied motions runi 
Which heat, light, life infuse ; time, night, and day 
IKstinguish ;. in our human bodies sway : 
That hung'st the solid earth in fleeting air. 
Veined with clearsprings. which ambient seas repair. 
In clouds the mountains wrap their hoary heads ; 
Luxurious valleys clothed with flowery meads ; 
Her trees }'ield fruit and shade ; with liberal breasts 
All creatures she, their common mother, feosts. 
Then man I1iy image madest ; in dignity, ' 
In knowledge, and in beauty, like to Thee ; 
Pkeed in a heaven on earth ; without his toil 
The ever-flourishing and fruitful soil 
Unpurehosed food produced ; all creatures were 
His sobjeets, serving more for love than fear. 
He knew no lord but Thee; but when he fell 
Prom hii obedieneey oU at once rebel, 

* Apptodtd ts tbt aMM» pp. S40^. 
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And in his ruin exercise their might; 
Concurring elements against him fight ; 
Troops of unknoMm diseases, sorrow, age. 
And dcatli assail him with suceossive rage. 
Hell let forth all her furies; none so great 
As mnn to man : — ambition, pride, deceit. 
Wrong armed with power, lust, rapine, alaughter 

reigned. 
And fluttered vice the name of virtue gained. 
Then hills beneath the swelling waters stood. 
And all the globe of earth was but one flood. 
Yet could not cleanse thcirguilu The following 
Worse than their fathers, and their sons more 
Their god-like beauty lost ; sin*s wretched thrall ; 
No spark of their divine original 
Left unextinguished ; all enveloped 
With darkness ; in their bold trans;*rc8sions dead : 
When Thou didst from the East a light display, 
Which rendered to the world a clearer day ; 
Whose precepts from Hell*s jaws ourstepswithdraw. 
And whoso example was a living law ; 
Who purged us with His blood; the way prepared 
To Heaven, and those long chained •up doorm 

unbarred. 
How infinite Thy mercy ! which exceeds 
The world thou madest, as well as our misdeeds; 
Which greater reverence than Thy justice wioa» 
And still augments Thy honour by our sins. 
who hath tasted of 'Diy clemency 
In greater measure or more ofi than I ! 
My grateful verse Thy goodness shall dispby, 
O Thou who went*st along in all my way, 
To where the morning with perftimed wings 
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From tho high mountaiiu of Panchiea springs ; 
To that new found-out world, where sober Night 
Takes from tho Antipodes her silent flight ; 
To those dark seas where horrid Winter reigns, 
And binds the stubborn floods in iey chains ; 
To Libyan wastes, whose thirst no showers assuage, 
And where swoln Nilus eools the lion's rage. 
Thy wonders in the deep have I beheld ; 
Yet all by those on Judah's hills excelled. 
There, where the Virgin's Son His doctrine taught, 
His miracles and our redemption wrought ; 
Where I, by Thee inspired, His praises sung, 
And on His Sepulchre my ofiering hung. 
Which way soe'er I turn my face or feet, 
I see Thy glory, and Thy mercy meet ; 
Met on the Thracian shores, when in the strife 
C)f (hintic Simoans Thou presenredst my life ; 
80, when Arabian thieves belaid us round, 
And when, by all abandoned, Thee I found. 
That false Sidonian wolf, whose craft put on 
A sheep's soft fleece, and me, Bellerophon, 
To ruin by his cruel letter sent, 
Thou didst by Thy protecting hand prevent. 
Thou savedst me from the bloody massacres 
Of faithless Indians ; firom their treacherous wars ; 
Fkom raging fevers ; from the sultry breath 
Of tainted air, which cloyed the jaws of death ; 
P r e s erved from swallowing seas, when towering 

waves 
Uixed with the ekuds, and opened their deep 

grates; 
From barbarous pirates ransomed ; by those taught, 
SoeeessfoUy with Salian Moon we fought ; 
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Then broughfst mo home tn nSety^ that this earth 
Might bury me, whieh fed mo firom my birth ; 
Blest with a healthful ago, a quiet mind ; 
Content with little ; to this work designed ; 
Whieh I at length have finished by Thy aid, 
And now my tows have at Thy altar paid. 




A HYMN TO MY REDEEMER.* 

(By G«orgt Stsd jt.) 

[AVIOUR of mankind, Man» Emmanuel, 
Who sinless died for sin, who van- 
quished hell, 
The first-fruits of the gra^-e; whose 
life did give 
Light to our darkness ; in whose death we live ; 

strengthen Thou my faith ! Correct my will. 
That mine may Thine obey ! Protect mo still. 
So that the latter death may not devour 

My sold, sealed with Thy seal I So in the hour 
When Thou, whose body sanctified this tomb. 
Unjustly judged, a glorious Judge shalt oome 
To judge the world with justice, by that sign 

1 may be known, and entertained for Thine ! 

■ Sandyi* **Rclfttioo of a Joaraty bagaa a.i». ISIO," 
1615» p. 167. TheM are tht linM nUmd to in tiM lati 
pMiM, M aa oOeriiig hang apoa tha Mpalchia of Chriol. 
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XXXVI. 

LOBD STRAFFORD'S MEDITATIONS IN 

THE TOWER.* 

(AnUior ankoown. 1641.) 

I. 

[0, empty joys, 

With all your noisOi 
And leave me here alone, 
In aad sweet silence to bemoan 
The fickle worldly height, 
Whose danger none can see aright, 
Whilst your false splendours dim the sight. 

II. 

Go, and ensnare 
With your trim ware 
Some other worldly wight. 
And cheat him with your flattering light ; 

Rain on his head a shower 
Of honour, greatness, wealth, and power ; 
Then snatch it from him in an hour. 

> «Topofnpb«r,'* vol. ii. p. S34, from a HarL MS. It Is 
alto In Arebbiabop flaoeraft't MS., Taoo. 465, p. 197 1 and 
wai pvblWMd ai a braad-tbaet ballad. A oopr oT tbat 
kM It prlntad In Iha ~ Brilith BlbUagrapbar,^ toI. tt. 
p. III. 
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Fill his big mind 
With gallant wind 
Of insolent applause ; 
Let him not fear the curbing laws. 

Nor king, nor people's frown ; 
But dream of something like a crown. 
Then, climbing upwards, tumble down. 

IT. 

Let him appear 
In his bright sphere 
Like Cynthia in her pride, 
With starlike troops on every side ; 

For number and dear light 
Such as may soon overwhelm him quite, 
And blind them both in one dead ni^^ 

Welcome, sad Night, 
Griefs sole delight, 
Thy mourning beet agrees 
With honour's funeral obsequies. 

In Thetis' lap he lies, 
Mantled with soft securities. 
Whose too much sunlight dims his eyes. 

TI. 

Was he too bold. 

Who needs would hold 
With eurbing reins the Day, 
And make SoPs fiery steeds obey ? 
Therefore as rssh was I, 
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Who with ambitions wings did fly 
In Charies's Wain, too lofUIy. 

vn. 

I faU, I faU I 
Whom ahaU I eaU ? 
Alas ! shall I be heard 
' Who now am neither loved nor feared? 
You, who have vowed the ground 
To kiss where my blest steps were found, 
Come, eateh me at my last rebound I 

VIII. 

How eaeh admires 
Heaven's twinkling fires, 
Whilst from their glorious seat 
Their bfluenee gives light and heat ; 

But how few there are, 
Though danger from the act be far, 
Will run to eatoh a (ailing star ! 

. w. 

wcro't our fate 
To imitate 
Those lights whose pallidness 
Argues no inward guiltiness I 

Their course is one way bent ; 
Which is the cause there's no dissent 
In Heaven's High Court of Parliament. 
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] 



XZXYIL 
MAJESTY IN MISEBY; 

OR, AH IMPLOBATIOir TO THS 

nvo OF KiNoa.' 

(*' Written V]r hit lute M^|«tty KingChtflii I., dwii^ Ue 
captiTitj at Gttisbraok CmU^ 1648.**) 

X. 

REAT Monarch of the inM, firoai 

whose power springB 
The potency and power of [eartUjj 
kings, 
Record the royal woe my anffering ainga; 

n. 

And teach my tongue, that ever did confine 

Ita faculties in truth'a aeraphic line, 

To track the troaaona of Thy foea and mine. 

III. 

Nature and law, by Thy divine deeree, — 
The only root of righteooa royalty, — 
With thia dim diadem invested me ; 




j ' Barnet'i " Memoin of Um Doket of HtmaUii.* ISH. 

pp. esi-a, M ** a copy of veraet writton by bit M^mty ia 
his captiTitj, which a very worthy gtotltBun, who had tht 
honour of waiting on him thoa, and waa arach traatad by 
him, oopiod oat from tha origiaal i who avoaohath it to ba ■ 
tmoeopgr." 
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IT. 

With it the saered sceptre, purple robe, 
The holy nnotion and the royal globe ; 
Tet am I levelled with the life of Job. 

The fiercost fiirieB, that do daily tread 
UpoD my grief, my grey diserowned head, 
Are those that owe my bounty for their bread. 

TI. 

They raise a war, and christen it The Cause ; 
Whilst sacrilegious hands have best applause, 
Flnnder and murder are the kingdom's laws. 

TII. 

Tyranny bears the title of taxation ; 
Revenge and robbery are reformation ; 
Oppression gains the name of sequestration. 

VIII. 

My loyal subject^ who, in this bad season. 
Attend me by the law of God and reason, 
They dare impeach, and punish for high treason. 

Next at the dergy do their furies frown ; 

Pious episcopacy must go down ; 

They iirill destroy the crosier and the crown. 

Qinrehmen are chained, and schismatics are freed ; 
Mechanics preach, and holy fathers bleed ; 
The crown is crucified with the creed. 



COURTLY POETS. 197 

XI. 

The Church of £DgiaDd dothaU &etaott fiMtar; 
The pulpit 18 usurped by each impoitor; 
Eaimport excludes the Patentotter. 

xn. 

The Prcshyter and Independent seed 

Springs with broad Uades ; to make religioB bleed, 

Herod and Pontius Pilate are agreed* 



The eomer stone's misplaoed by every parior 
With sueh a bloody method and behaTiour 
Their aneestors did erueiQr our 



My royal eonsort, from whose fruitlbl womb 
So many princes legally hate oome» 
Is forced in pilgrimage to seek a tomb. 



Great Britain's heir is forced into Fhmee^ 
Whilst on his father's head his foes advance : 
Poor child I he weeps out his inheritanoe. 



XVI. 



With my own power my miyesty they wound ; 
In the king's name the king himseirs uncrowned ; 
So doth the dust destroy the diamond. 



With propositions daily they enchant 
My people's ears, such as do reason daunt. 
And the Almigh^ will not let me grant. 
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xvm. 

They promise to ereet my royid stem, 
'^ To mdce me great, to ad^-anoe my diadem. 

If I wtU first fiill down and worship them ; 

XIX. 

But for refusal they devour my thrones, 
DistresB my ehildren and destroy my bones : 
g j^ I fear they'll force me to make bread of stones« 



My life they priio at such a slender rate, 
That in my absence they draw bills of hate, 
To prove Uie king a traitor to the state. 

XXI. 

Felons obtain mora privilege than I : 
They aro allowed to answer ere they die ; 
Tis death for me to ask the reason, MThy. 

xxn. 

But, SMTed Saviour ! with Thy words I woo 

Thee to foigive, and not be bitter to 

Such OS, Thou knowest, do not know what they do. 

xxni. 

For sinee they from their Lord are so disjointed 
As to eondemn those edicts He appointed, 
How can they prise the power of His anointed t 



• XXIV. 

Augment my patience ; nullify my hate ; 
I Vese r v e my issue, and inspire my nmto ; 
Vet, though we perish, bless this Church and State I 
Vota daUmt qm bdla negarunt. 
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XXXTIII. 

THE LIBERTY OF THE IMPBISONED 

ROYALIST." 

(By Sir Rogw l*£stnBg«.) 
I. 

^EAT on, proud biUowB ! Boreas, blow I 
Swell, eorled waves, high as JoveVi 
roof! 
Your incinlitj shall know 
That innoecnee is tempest-proof. 
Though surly Ncrous frown, my thoughts are ealm ; 
Then strike, Affliction, for thy vrounds are balm. 

II. 

That which the world misetdls a gacd, 
A private closet is to me, 
* Whilst a good conscience is my bail, 
And innocence my liberty, 
liocks, bars, walls, leanness, though together met» 
Make me no prisoner, but an anchoret. 




* From an origiiiAl 4to tditioii in my 
parod with a copy In Uoyd'a *' MaaMira,*' I66S. p. 9«; baU 
anonymona. Lloyd calla tha rcraaa ** tha ganarana axpraa- 
aiona of a worthy paraooaga that anSered daaply In thaia 
timaa, and anjora only tha ceoaeianca of hariai; lo m!lNnA 
in thaaa." Tha piaca waa aancnad to Lord Oapal in tba 
**Gantlaman*a Ifaicasina" for Fabw 1757; hnt ia givaa to 
L'Eatranga in a Harl. lia thai balongad to Lord Capal 
himtalf I aca Park'a Walpola, •• Boyal and KoUa Aathora,* 
Tol. liL p. Sft. Othar copiaa un BMntaoDad ky Pm«7* 



SOO COURTLY POETa 



m. 



If whilst I wished to be retired^ 

Into this private room was turned ; 
As if their wisdoms had conspired 
A salamander should be burned ; 
And like a sophy who would drown a fish, 
I am eondemned to suffer what I wish. 



IV. 



The Cjnic hugs his poverty, 

The peliean her wilderness; 

And 'U's the Indian's pride to be' 

Naked on fh>zen Oaueasus. 

Contentment cannot smart ; Stoics, we see, 

Make torments easy by their apathy. 



▼. 



Those manacles upon my arm 
* I as my mistress' favoun wear ; 
And then, to keep my ancles warm, 
I have some iron shackles there: 
These walls are but my garrison ; this cell, 
Which men call gaol, doth prove my oitadd. 

VI. 

So he that struck at Jason's life. 

Thinking ho had his purpose sure, 
By a malicious friendly knife 
Did only wound him to a euro. 
JWioa, I see, wants wit; for what is meant 
Misehier, oft-times proves favour ia the event. 
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VII. 

Here no for wont of food doth slarve. 

Where tempting objects are not seen; 
And these strong walls do only serre 
To keep vice out, not let sin in. 
Malice of late*s grown charitable sure ; 
Vm not committed, but I'm kept sceurs. 

VIII. 

Fm in this cabinet locked up. 

As some high-prixed margarite ; 
And, like some great Mogul or Pope, 
Am cloistered up from public sight* 
Retiredness is a point of majesty; 
And thus, proud Sultan, I'm as great as thee t 

IX. 

When once my prince affliction hath, 

Prosperity doth treason seem ; 
And then to smooth so rough a path, 
I can learn patience too from him. 
Now not to suffer shows no loyal heart ; 
When kings want ease, subjects must learn to smart. 

X. 

What though I cannot see my king,— 

Either in's person, or — his coin ; 
Yet contemplation is a thing 
Which renders what t have not mine : 
My king from me what adamant can part? 
Whom I do wear engraven on my heart. 
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XI. 

My soul is free as ambient air, 

Although my Ixiser parts be mew'd ; 
Whilst loyal thoughts do still repair 
To company my solitude ; 
And though rebellion may my body bind. 
My king can only captiTate my mind. 

XII. 

HaTo you not seen the nightingale 

A pilgrim oooped into a cage. 
And heard her tell her wonted tale, 
In that her narrow hermitage ? 
Byen then her charming melody doth prove 
niat all her ban are trees, her cage a grove. 

XIII. 

I am the bird whom they combine 

Thus to deprive of liberty ; 
But though they do my corps confine. 
Yet, maugre hate, my soul is free. 
And though I'm mew'd, yet I can chirp and sing, 
Disgrace to rebels, glory to my king! 
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^'aN EXCaSLLENT NEW BALLAD. 

TO TH« TUWE OF **I*LL NKVBB LOTB TBXM MO**,"' 

(Bj JaiiMib HarquiA of If ootroM. Born 

UlSi died 1650.) « 



Y dear ond only love, I pray 
That little world of thee 
Be governed by no other sway 
Than purest taonarehy ; 
For if confusion have a part, 

Which virtuous souls abhor« 
And hold a iiftwd in thine heart, 
ril never love thee more. 

As Alexander I will rcign. 

And I will reign alone ; 
My thoughts did evermore disdain 

A rival on my throne. 
He either fears his (ate too much, 

Or his deserts are small. 
That dares not put it to the toueh, 

To gain or lose it alL 

> NtpMr*t ** Memoira of IfootroM," 1856, Apptndix. ^ 
xxjriT. from two old eopiet. and witk a Meood part vhkh 
It probablv oldor than Montroeat tea Chappaira ** Popalar 
If wie of tba Olden Time." eeoond edition, p. 379. I bar* 
intiodnced one or two amaU cemetloM from other oopica. 
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ni. 

But I wfll reign and govern atill. 
And always give the law. 

And have each subject at my will. 
And all to stand in awe ; 

Bat 'gainst my batteries if I find 
T%ou kieky or vex me sore. 

As that thou set me up a blind, 
' 111 never love thee more* 

IV. 

And in the empire of thine heart. 

Where I should solely be, 
If others do pretend a part. 

Or dare to vie with me, 
Or if onnmiHees thou erect. 

And go on such a score, 
Vh laugh and sing at thy n^lect. 

And never love thee more. 

v. 

But if thou wilt prove faithful, then. 

And constant of thy word, 
m make thee glorious by my pen. 

And famous by my sword ; 
111 serve thee in such noble ways 

Was never heard before ; 
111 crown and deek thee all with bays, 

And love thee more and more. 
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UNHAPPY IS THE MAN.* 

(By iuBM, If srqiiii of If ootroM.) 

NHAPPY IB the man 

In whose breast is confined 
The sorrows and distresses all 
Of an afflicted mind. 

The extremity is great : 
He dies if he conceal,— - 
The world's so Toid of secret friends, — 
Betrayed if he reveal. 

Then break, afflicted heart I 
And live not in these days, 
When all prove merchants of their fiuth,-*- 
None trusts what other says. 

For when the sun doth shine, 
Then shadows do appear ; 
But when the sun doth hide his free 
They with the sun retire. 

Some friends as shadows are, 
And fortune as the sun ; 
They never proffer any help. 
Till fortune hath begun ; 

> ]U|irint«d from Wataoa't <* SeoU* Fmm." 170e-n. ht 
irfc, WAlpol«*t •' R. and N. A..** vol. ▼. p. 106. uid NA|te, 
U«i of MootroM," 1S56, Apptndix, p. adL, nd pb STa. 



Park 
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Bttt if, in any ease, 
Fortune shall first decay. 
Then thej, as shadows of the sun, 
With fortune run away. 




ILL 
MOTTOES AND EJAGULATION& 

BY MUSS, MAIiQUIS OF MONTROSE. 

I. 

On GaBSAR's GOMUBNTARnS,^ 



HOUGH CflMar^s paragon I cannot be, 
Yet shall I soar in thoughts as high as he. 



II. 
On Qvintus Cubtivs.' 

8 Philip's noble son did still disdain 
All but' the dear applause of merited 
fiune, 
And nothing harboured in that lofty brain, 

But how to oonquer an eternal name, 
80 great attempts, heroic Tentures, shall 
Advance my fortune or renown my (all. 

• HswtliMndai U88. t«L tUL Mated bj Uiag ud 
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ni. 
Upon tbx Dbath op Kino Chablbs I.^ 

REAT, good, and joBt ! eonld I bat nie 
My gricfo and thy too rigid late, 
I'd wocp the world to aaeh a atrain, 
Aa it ahoold deluge once again. 
But aince thy loud-tongucd blood demanda auppliea 
Uore from Briarcua' handa than Ai^gua* eyea, 
rU aing thy obacqoiea with trumpet aounda. 
And write thy epitaph with Uood and wounda. 

MovTBoaB. 



TV* 

ET them bcetow on every airt a limb ; 
Then open all my vcina, that I may awim 
To Thee, my Maker, in that crimaon lake ; 
Then place my par-boiled head upon a atake ; 
Scatter my ashea ; atrew them in the air : 
Lord ! since Thou know*et where all these atoma are, 
Vm hopeful Thoult recover once my duat, 
And confident Thoult raise mo with the just ! 

■ In ** Monamentam Regal*.** 1649, p. 45» M ** writtw 
with the point of hb iword.** In '* The Himmry of the 
King's Mjijedtj'e affiaira in Scotland,** &c, 1649, at the ead 
of the Preface, with the tame note. So alio in Llojd*e 
*' Memoire.** 1668, p. 923. cf. p. 641 { and in WinMaaley'e 
■* Rngland'e Worthiet,** 1694, p. 533. Por the tme aoconnt 
Me Napicr*e ** Memoira of htoatnMt,** 1656, Appendix, pp. 
xzTii-iz. s cf. p. 693. 

* Napier*i <« If eoMin of Montraee,** 1856, p. 796, a^ 
App-» P- X". . 
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NOTES ON PART I. 

RAL£IGH*S POEMS. 

HOXJOH the striking vidsntades of 
Rolcigh's life have made it a favoiurito 
theme for biop^raphcn, uo rcaearch ban 
been expended on his poomB since the 
days of Old J8 (1736), unless I may venture to daim 
an exception for a little volume published by myself 
in 1845. Oldys mentioned about seventeen different 
pieces; but his references long remained neglected 
and unverified. In llircirs coition of *' Baleigh^s 
Minor Works'* (1751), only nine of his poems 
were included;' and when Sir £. Brydges pub* 
lished, in 1813*4, the thin quarto volume which he 
called, " The Poems of Sir Walter Raleigh, now 
fir$i collected^** he made no attempt to exhaust the 
materials which Oldys had gathered; but swelled 
out Birch*s nine to twenty-eight» by accepting two 
questionable pieces from Cayley, and appropria- 
ting seventeen poems— thirteen from " England's 
Helicon," and four from '< Reliquiaa Wottoniaae,** 
the worthless evidence of the signature 



> KaiMly, la thb volomtt Paft I., Not. I. iv. v. VL znr, 
zvi. zvii. xzii. snd xxiu. 8. 
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''Ignoto.**' Not one of thoso nineteen additions 
has been hitherto authouticatcd by conclusive 
cridence. I have allowed throe to remain* with 
some miBgivings; for they rest on the weakest 
proofs of any poems which are still inclnded in 
Part I.' The remaitiiug sixteen may be iTJcctod 
altogether from the list of Kaleigh*s writiuprs. In 
fbct, six at least can be proved to be the work of 
'other writers; and the authorship of the rest is 
quite unknown. 

The Oxford editors of 1829 accepted Br}-dgos' 
collection with only one unexplained omission, and 
annexed eleven ''additional poems/* most of which 
had been pointed out by Oldys nearly a centnry 
bcfora Two of these additions were mere attiusks 
on Kalei^h.' The whole sot, however, is retained 
in some form in the present volume ; * and, in seve- 
ral instances, the evidence which has been dis- 
ooTored is of the highest order. But this whole- 
sale adoption of so uncritical a collection as that 
of Diydgcs into the only general edition of Ka« 
letgh's works has proved to be a real literary mis- 

' Tb« fact that this tignatort meant •implr what it aayt, 
thatan aothor was unknown to the original e<licor or printer, 
waa Mtablifthad in mj former volume (Introd. pp. zxix- 
xxxiv^ A complete lint of all the piecee ancribed to Ra- 
leigh which I hare rejected will be found in this volume 
(Appendix to Introd. B.), and eereral of them are now 
printed under other heade, a* there referred ta 

* Nameir, Nob xxvi. and xxvii. on the eingularly weak 
evidenee of the obliterated eignature in *' England'* Helicon ;** 
and No. xxtx. on the authoritv of the " London Magaxine.'* 

' See Appendix to the Introduction A, Na iii. 1, and 

IT.l. 

* Sea Part I. Noe. ii. nil. ix. x. xi., two fragments in 
Ha. xxin.* and Ho. xxvnt., together with thej Appendix to 
the Intinduetion, sa above. 
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forimio. Even the most carcfbl of BaIeigh*B bio- 
graphers have been miBled by it into illnstrating 
bis 8np)iosed emotions from totsob to which he 
has not the shadow of a claim. 

Tho additions made to Balcigh*8 Poems in the 
]iresont publication amonnt to more than twice 
as mnch as I have been able to retain from former 
editors.' The most important of these fresh ma» 
torials is the *' Continuation of Cynthia,** Ko. xx.. 
which is now first published from the Hatfield 
AISS. The «« Petition to Queen Anno of Den- 
mark,** No. XXI., was first printed from tho Haw- 
thomdenMSS.. by Mr. D.Laing, in 1828-32. A few 
smaller pieces have been drawn direct from other 
MS. sources.' In the case of two well-known 
little poems, which were published anonymously, 
or under other names, during Raleigh's lifetime 
(Nos. viL and xxv.), tho discovery of some printed 
evidence in his favour is due to Mr. J. Payne 
Collier. The lines addressed to Gorges and 
Lithgow (Nos. XIX. and xxx.), have frequently 
been mentioned ; but it has been a singular over- 
sight in editors to omit poems so accessible, and 
so well authenticated, as Nos. in. and xv., which 
were assigned to Baleigh as early as 1591 and 
1602, or to neglect the obvious duty of collecting 
the Metrical Translations (Na xxiv. 1-69), which 
occur throughout the " History of the World.** 

I. p. 3. Walter Batcely o/ the Middle Temple. 

■ Of nboQt 1557 lines of twm iiiclad«l in Part I. tlM nint 
poems in Dircb make 254 ; the three pieces retained froos 
Brydges* additions, 80} and the Oifbrd additions retained, 
136 ; in all, 470. My additions amowit altofstbcr to aboat 
1087 



' e. f. Nofc xif. zui. zviii. and two or throe fniginenU in 
Ka zxiiL 
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Ab Baloigh declared on his trial, with a strong 
asseveration, that ho had never '* read a word of 
the law or statute before *' he ** was prisoner in tho 
Tower- (Oldys' .•• Life of Raleigh," p. ccxliii.). 
we mnst suppose that he was merely a resident in 
tho Temple for some short time after his return 
from France in 1576. There is no good reason 
for doubting that he wrote the versos, to which 
« there is no other claimant. The point is discussed 
by all his biographers. Oldys believed that ho 
had discovered ** the links, if not the perfect chain, 
of some acquaintance between'* Raleigh and Gas- 
coigne (" Life," p. xi.). 

lu. p. 5. EpUaph on 8W Philip Sidnwj, 
Raleigh's claim to this poem was substantiated 
from Malone's papers in 1821 ('< Shakespeare,** by 
Boswcll, ii. 580), and in my former volume of 
1845 (pp. zxxvii.-viii.). It cannot be doubted that 
Sir John Harington was alluding to tho closing 
lines, when ho wrote of ** Our English Petrarch, 
Sir Philip Sidney, or, as Sir Walter Raleigh in 
his Epitaph worthily calleth him, the Scipio and 
the Petrarch of our time** ('* Translation of 
Arioeto,** 1591, Notes on Book xvL p. 126). And 
Drnmmond of Hawthomden, in his character of 
several authors, says : ** S. W. R., in an epitaph 
on Sidney, calleth him our English Petrarch** 
(«« Works,** ed. 1711, p. 226). The second stansa 
is veiy obsonro, and if separated firom the first by 
a fuU stop, as usually printed, has no construction. 
I take it to mean, " Yet (one may try to praise 
thee who is) rich in seal, though poor in learning ; 
rich in care; rich in love, which envy suppressed 
daring thy dear life now d^ne, and which thy 
death hath now doubled.** In stansaS, the king 
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who gsre Sidney his name wm Philip of Spftin, 

after whom many Englishmen were called, while 

he was the husband of Qnecn Mary. The twelfth 

stanxa reminds ns of the inscription (copied from 

the French) which was formerly suspended, in 

memory of Sidney, in the choir of old Si. 

Final's :— 

'* Hu body bath England, for ih« it brad, 
Selhariands hit blood. In b«r dofimeo abod ; 
Tba boavtaa have hia aool ; tba arta have bit IbaMi 
All aoldian tbt grioT; tba world bit good naaM." 

Zoncb'a •• Ufb of Sidncv," p. 2S9 1 Milni«i*a 

•« SC Panl V P- »7». 

Compare one of the epitaphs on Balei^ him* 

self: — 

** Ueavan batb bia Mml ; the worid bia famo; 
Tba gravo bia eoipM ; Stqkoloy bia abaao.'* 

Wood*8 - A. O." by Bli«, ii 244. 

The Elegy on Sidney, which follows Balei^'s, 
both in the '* Phoenix Kest" and in Spenser's 
volume — a poem of forty linos, beginning, 
** Silence augmenteth grief, writing incrcaseth 
rage**~ is entitled, ''Another of <Imi 9am%^ to' 
which is added, in the former copy, " excellently 
written by a most worthy (^ntloman.** Raleigh's 
second poem on the *' Fairy Queen "* (Na t.), is 
also headed " Another of the same ;" but, in this 
case, the phrase has generally been understood to 
mean **of the same nature,** rather than "ejusdem 
anctoris.** It was ascribed by Malone to Sir E. 
Dyer on the ground of the metre (which is, how- 
ever, extremely common), and by Charles Lamb 
to Lord Brooke on internal evidence. 

IV. p. & Btmfnti on ikt JMiry QmeetL This 
noble sonnet is alone sufficient to place Baleigh 
in the r»nk of those few original writers who can 
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introdaoe and pcrpetoato a new typo in a litera- 
toro; a typo distinct from tho '* vinons" which 
Spensor translatGd. Tho highest tribute which it 
has rooeivod is the imitation of Milton .* — 

'' M ethoagfat I saw my late wpoiiMd Mint** 
But Mr. Todd quotes a sonnet, printed as early as 
159i, beginning .-* 

'' Metlumgbt I mw npon Matilda'a tomb." 
Waldron gires another, signed " E. S.,** which was 
printed in 1612 : — 

** If ethimgbt I saw in dead of silent night.'* 

And the echo is still repeated by poets nearer oar 

own times. 

" MetboQght T saw the foofstepa of a throne." 

Wordsworth, ** Miscellaneous Sonnets." 

" Methottght I saw a face diTinely fair, 
With noaght of earthly passion." 

<* Lyra Apost" Ko. xai. 

" llethovght there was around me a strange lighL" 

Williams,** ThonghU in Past Tears," Na lt. ftc. 

T. p. 9. Another of the 9ame, Those very in- 
ferior Terses illustrate the height to which flattery 
of Queen Elizabeth was carried. It was she to 
whom Spenser's poem was dedicated. She there- 
fore is tho *' virtue ** and ** beauty,** which are 
treated as the poet*s model and appeal. Compare 
Ka xxTi. p. 77. 

T. p. 9, line 2. PhUumena, Compare the Hat- 
field MS., Na XX., p. 33, line 12 ; 

*'Nor Philomea reeovnts her direftil moan.** 

In Ga8eoigne*s " Complaint of Philomene,** 1576, 
ho appears to write PhihmeiM when he needs 
three syllables, and PhiUmola for four. 

TL p. 11. Beply to MarUnee, The external eri- 
dmoe that Raleigh wrote this poem is confined to 
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Imak Walton ; whoso iwscrtion, howerrr, appcm 
to be snfiiciont in tho absouoo of any moro Ukdy 
claimant. Few, I think, will apne with a modem 
writer, who apsi^s the whole to Shakespeoir, 
to whom the first Btansa only waa ascribed in 
the " Passionate Pilgrim," 1599. Tho statement 
of Ellis, which has liecn constantly reiieated, that 
the word " Ipioto ** was pasted over tho original 
signatnro •• W. R." in " England's Ilolicon,*' is 
an absolnto mistake, arising from, a oonfasion 
with some other changes in tliat volmno (sec 
hero, Nos. xxvi. and xxni.). 1 have examined 
several copies of the original edition, and have 
not found a single trace of any other signasare 
to this particular poem bnt *' Ignoto;** nor is any 
aathor*s namo supplied in F. DaTi8on*8 *'Oata- 
loguo of tho Poems contained in England's 
Helicon," in Harl. MS. 280. This disposes of 
the suggestion that Walton assigned Uie piece 
to Raleigh merely because he used *'a co)iy in 
which the alteration had not been made." In the 
second edition of the '* Angler,'* Walton inserted, 
apparently from a contemporary broad-sheet (see 
tho " Roxburgho Collection of Ballads," i^ 205, 
R M.), tlie following verses, as in each case the 
last but one in the poem — 

J/arlfwc " Th J silT«r diibw, for thy iM«t, 
Aft precioas m tht Godt do est. 
Shall on an ivorr taUo bo 
Prepared each day for thee and me. 

Bakigk, *• What ahould we Ulk of daintiee, then,— 
Of better meat than'a fit for men? 
These are but vain i that's onlr good. 
Which God hath Uest, and aent for food." 

Full information on varions readings, referonoes, 
and imitations may be found in Sir H. Nioolas'a 
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ed. of Walton's •* Anglor,** pp. 115420; in 
ChsppeirB ** Popalar Masic of the Olden Time,*' 
ppi 213*215; and in mj former Tolamo on the 
•« Poems of Wotton and Raleigh*** 1845, pp. 125-9, 
and p. 136. 

m. p. 12, Like IlermH Paer, In this case 
also a large store of early albisions may be fonnd 
in Nioolas's ed. of Walton's " Angler,** pp. 159- 
161,; repeated with some additions in Biml)aalt*8 
«• Songs and Dallads from Old Music Books,** 
p. 98. Attention was first called to Kalcigh*8 
daim by Mr. ColUer, •• Bibl Gat.,** ii. 223. The 
lines seem, however, to haye been condensed from 
an earlier piece by Thomas Lodge. The Tarious 
readings are nnnsnally namerons. 

viiL IX. X. ppl 13-15. Poenufrwn " Le Prince 
d*Amour/* 1660. As tiiat small yolnme was pab- 
lished under no particular authority, forty-two 
years after Raleigh's death, the evidence of the 
signature ** W. R,** which it affixes to each of 
these throe ix>cms, would have seemed yery weak 
but for the decisive discovery that Raleigh him- 
self quotes a line from one of them as his own 
in the Hatfield MS., above, p. 36 ; 

**0f all whkh past, the ■orrow only ttays.*' 
Compare "Hist, of the World,** I. ii 5; in the 
last stage of life '< We find by dear and lament- 
able experience, and by the loss which can never 
be repaired, that of all our vain passions and 
affections past, the sorrow only abideth.** The 
expression at ibiB end of the same piece, ** My for- 
tune's fold,** was used by Raleigh of his estate at 
Sherborne i ^ I am myself here at Sherborne, in 
mjftriwm'$/0ld'* (to R. Oedl, May 10, 1593 ; Ed- 
wiii^tL80). Navm. then, being unquestionably 
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Raleigh*8,&n oditor who has prorcd right in <mo 
poiut may claim our oonfidcnoo for the other two 
pieces aUa It will be seen that for each of then 
poems mach older aaonymoas copies hare beon 
found. In the first line of Na x., the last word 
shoald, apparently, bo *' smart** 

XI. p. 16. Fain wimld I,hHt I dare not. As the 
initials *' W. R** appear to have been added in 
the Rawlinson MS. by a later hand, it is possible 
that they rest on mere conjecture, suggested fay 
tho well-known line ascribed by Fuller to Raleigh ; 
Na xxiii., L Tho MSS. vary throughout the 
piece between " whereas ** and " whonas." I 
believe the latter word, which is frequent in 
Spenser, Herrick, Ac, to be correct. 

XIII. p. 19. On the Garde and Dke, A shorter 
copy of these verses is still in use as a Christmas 
riddle. The double meaning will be easily traocd 
all through. The day fixed in the first line pro- 
bably refers to tho licence which provulod be- 
tween Christmas and Twelfth Day. The fifth 
line means that many purses shall bo emptied 
of their croeeee — 1.«., coin. But it would make 
a better antithesis with the next line to read, 
" no end of crosses ** — ».«•, gains. The game is 
supposed to be continued till cock-crowing, which 
gives the key to the last two lines. 

xnr. pi 20. Tho Silent Lover. While the evi* 
dence in Raleigh's favour is in this case strong 
and general, what is alleged fbr three other 
writers is in each instance isolated and weak. 
In behalf of Lord Pembroke — though he haa 
found one modem supporter— no proof exists but 
the fact that the piece is assigned to him in the 
notorious^ untrustworthy collection which was 



•% 
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edited in 1660 bj the joangcr Dr. Donne. Aytonn^s 

dftim depends on a MS. nscd in an edition of his I 

poems published at Edinburgh in 18'14, the editor ^ 

of which believed the piece to have been " never 

before printed** (p. 129). The third claim rests 

solelj on the unsupported witness of MS. Ashm., 

781 » p. 143, where an imperfect copy is signed 

**Lq. Walden.** Mr. Collier suggests that this 

claim arose from a confusion with Raleigh's own 

title, *'Lord Warden of the Stannaries;*' but I 

doubt wliether tliat title would have been nscd 

alone. It is enough to say that one MS. could 

not outweigh the authority of several, unless it 

possessed some direct or unusual authority. The 

last stanza but one, which has been ascribed to 

. so late a writer as Lord Chesterfield, was quoted 
in 1652, in the dedication to a play of Fletcher's, 

' as written by ** an ingenious person of quality " 
(Dyco's edition, vol. viiL p. 106). Several copies 
omit (perhaps properly) the first six lines. 

xvr. p. 23. 3%4) Lie. For a long time Raleigh*s 
claim to this poem seemed unusually doubtful ; it 
is now established at least as conclusively as in 
the case of any of his poems. We have the 
direct testimony of two contemporary MSS., and 
the still stronger evidence of at least two con- 
temporaiy answers, written during Baleigh's 
lifetime, and reproaching him with the ]x>em by 
naoM or implication.* An untraoed and unau- 
thorised 8tof7» that ho wrote the poem the night 

> 8m tbtm in Apptndis to tht IntrodvetloB, A. Ko. nr. 
For vsriow rtsdiogt sod Mbir dotalli I miut rtfor to my 
ft miof TolWM, pp^ 6f-103. I had prtrloonly iUtod tbo 
sbior polnto of tbo ovidfaeo la tbo <• Brititb Critk *' for 
April 184Sy pp. 844-«. 
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before his death, is oontnidictcd by the dates — it 
was printed ton years before that time, in 1606; 
and it can be found in MSS. more than ten yean 
earlier still, in 1596, 1595, or 1593.^ Bat the 
qncsUon of the anthorship u not tooohed by the 
refutation of the legend, when so nuiuy inde- 
pendent witnesses assert the one without the 
other. There are five other claimants, bat not 
one with a case that will bear the slightest ez» 
amination. For the claim of Richard Edwards 
we are indebted to a mere mistake of Ellis's; 
for that of F. Davison to a freak of Bitaon*s; 
that of Lord Essex is only known from the cor> 
respondence of Percy, who did not believe it; 
and those of Sylvester and Lord Pembroke are 
sufficiently refuted by the mutilated character of 
the copies which were printed among their post- 
humous writings. 

xviL p. 27. The Pilgrimage, We may periiapa 
account for the more strange and startling meta* 
phors in this striking poem, by dating it during 
Balcigh*s interval of suspense in 1603, after his 
condemnation and before his reprieve, when the 
smart of Coke's coarse cross-examination had not 
passed away. To explain the double meaning in 

' Uftlone snys 1595 ; Bnrdfl^ea, 159C ; and Caropbdl, 159a. 
The only dated MS. which I have Men m M& HarL 6910, 
which haa the date 159S inaertcd on foi. 74, wrm^ hetweaa 
transcripts of the contents of Speniier*a ** Complainta," whi^ 
were printed in 1591, and Geori^e Chapman'a Hvmna "In 
Noctem ** and ** In Crnthiam,** which wera printed in 1594. 
*' The Lie*' occnrs among miscellaneoos pieeee later in Um 
▼oinme ; and it iaof coume posaihie that they %rere transerihed 
at a later date. But the question becomes unimportant if 
we admit the prohahUity thai the poem was wrHlaa la 
169S. 
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page 28, lino 24, noto that an angel was also tho 
namo of a coin. 

xn. p. 90. Sir A, Qorgu, Sir Arthur Gorges 
was Raleigh's kinsman; hod been captain of 
Baleigh's own ship in tho island voyago, when 
ha was wounded by his side in the limding of 
Fojal ; and has left a history of that expedition 
which is of material importance in Raleigh's bio- 
graphy. Some verses written by him will be found 
in Part III.,Ko. xxx. He is the •'Alcyon*' of Spcn- 
sei's *' Colin Clout's come home again,** Collier's 
•« Spenser," toI. t. p. 45 ; cf. •* Daphnaida," %b., 229. 
For (brther details, see Oldys* *' Life of Raleigh," 
p. cxi., 9qq.\ Malone*s "Shakespeare" by Bos- 
weU, iL 245.8. 

XX. p. 31. Con^fiiiafton of CyiUhia, Some re- 
marks on the general drift of this obscure but 
important fragment will be found in the Intro* 
duction to this yolume. I confine myself here to 
a brief comment on the text. The MS. was fully 
described by Mr. C. J. Stewart in his catalogue of 
the Cecil MSS., at Hatfield, and was mentioned 
by Mr. Edwards, who was prevented by an accident 
from printing it (see the Introduction to his '* Life 
of Raleigh," p. xxxix). I hare to thank both for 
their courtesy in answering my questions on the 
subject ; and I am deeply indebted to the Marquis 
of Salisbury for giving mo access to the MS., and 
to Mr. R. T. Gunton for his assistance in com* 
pleting and revising the transcript, and in sup- 
plying me with minute details on the readings. 
The whole is in Raleigh's autograph; and the 
main portion is written with thi^ ** extreme pre- 
cision and neatness of hand " which Mr. Edwards 
(toL iL p. 258) describes as chanoteristio of his 
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later papers ; bat it is obTionaly anfiniahed and 
unroTifiod, and the oonstraction and meaning aro 
often perplexed and doabtfoL The spelling ia 
pecnliar, even for that age ; which may, perfaapSv 
be pnrtlj connected with the &ct mentioned hj 
Aubrey (*' Letters firom tiie Bodleian,** toL ii p. 
519), that Baleigh ** spake broad DeTonshire to hk 
dying day." Thns tun is always ".soonn** or 
'* soon ;" earth is " yoarth,*' •orl&^iMiX'et ** yearth- 
qaakes," air ''oayro,* evening "yeToningo,** evil 
"yeTill," even "yeven," and uneven "anyeren." 
*' Worlds ** is twice made a dissyllable (page 38, 
line 17, and page 47, line 2) ; as is also '^wom* 
in the phrase, ** the sorrow-woiron face ** (page 49, 
line 10) ; eighe aro *' sythes," and eighing ** sythinge." 
The termination le is always giycn broad and full : 
*'exampcll, feebell, gcutell, idell, isakells, littell, 
marbell, middell, mirakells, paddells, simpdl, stab* 
bcU, trobell,*' and " unaboll.** This pecaliari^ 
rans throagh his letters, as edited by Mr. Edwards ; 
where, beside the constant oocarrcnce of the form 
with adjectives (<* capabell, charctabell, comforta- 
bell, forsibell, honorabell, nobell,** and the like) 
we find "castells, eagdl, peopell, saddell, senipeU, 
stabells,'* and - trobell." The letters also teach ns 
that " mich*' means muck, ** nire'* near^ and ''on * 
onst and give many parallels to snch forms aa 
*' diing** and ** fiiing." Other spellings aro merdf 
odd; as ''Scinthia** (twice), and '* perroUike** 
(pearUlike). These pecaliaritics woold hare greatly 
deepened the obsoarity to the general reader, or I 
shoald haye preferred to print this poem in ita 
original dress. In s^le and metre, the piece is 
not nnlike Spenser's ''Colin Cloat*8 come home 
again," which gives ns the best aoooant rsnaiDiBg 
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of the poom *' GjmUiia,** now, I foar, irrccoTorably 
lost BaIoigh*8 oooonts and words arc often the 
Muno M S])cniier*B; e,g,^ among thoso juBt men- 
tioned, Spenser also maJces ■** worlds ** a dissyllable, 
and nses *'on " for **onc** (Collier, vol. iv. p. 295). 
Add the accent of ** capti ved,** '*ouv^,** and some 
other words ; and the familiar nso of *' rccuro ** 
and " fordone,** the former twice, the latter thrice 
in' this one poem; and snch words as "transper- 
■ant, roaTO, rild, intentivo, brast," and several 
others. 

Fsgo 32, lino 14. The meaning is, ** As ihowflh 
the dead did nnfold to the dead.** 

Pago 33, line 5. The MS. lias '• fratfull,** which 
mnst have been an error in writing. Compare 
** those healthless trees'* jnst below ; and page 41, 
8tansa2, 

"* So far St Mither fmit nor form of flower 
Suts for a wHnctt what Mch bnucliet bare." 

Fkge 33, lino 6. MS. " hands," in spite of the 
rhyme. So below, page 49, lino 17, we have 
'^s^d** rhjrming with *' bands,*' and page 50, lino 
12, •• bhista '* with •' brast.'* 

Fiigo 33, line 24. ^'Transpersanfstranspier- 
cing; and the lino moans, "0 piercing eyes, the 
bait of my aflection." 

Pago 33, line 25. **My fancy's adamant "s 
magnet; comjnro "as iron to adamant;** *'Troi- 
Ins and Crossida,** iii. 2. 

Pago 34, line 11. The MS. may be read oithcr 
•* aflbcting '* or •• ofTeoting.** 

Pkge 94, stansa 5. The constmction is, '* When 
I was gone to seek new worlds," Ao. 

Pige 35, line 22. Ma *' depting," with a mark 
ofcontrBotioii: **departing»''or*'diepioting''f The 
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latter (thoa^ that is not mnch) approacbeB 
nearest to a rhyme with ''sjthinge/* sighing; 
and seems to make an easier sense. 

F^ 36, lino 16. MS. •Mjmcs,*' limhe; appa- 
rently mis-written for " lynos.** The meaaing is» 
** her memory embalmed my lines." 

Page 96, stanza 6. See above, Ka Tin. p. 13w 

Fbgo 39, line 17. MS. "wonnders,** might mean 
w<mder$ ; bat apparently refers to ** the tyrants thai 
in fetters tie their womtded Tassals,** jost aboro. 

Page 40, line 6. *< Fordone ** =: undone in Spen- 
ser, '*a fordone wight;" "^a virgin de8olate» for- 
done." («*F.Q.,"Lv.8t.41,andz.8t.6a) We have 
it twice again in this poem, page 45, line 21, and 
page 51, line 7, meaning, as here, departed. 

Page 41, after stanza 1. Two lines in the MS. 
scribbled over and illegible. 

Pbgo 41, line 10. MS.**reves." TorwiMisto 
take away, as in hemwe. Hero used i4>parently 
(w dr€ue$f or der%ffe§, 

Pago 42, lined, and page 44, linc5. *' Belphosbe ;" 
see Spenser, •« F. Q." IIL v. st 27, Ac and for the 
allegory of " BelphoDbe and Timias," in which Ba- 
lei^ was supposed to be ooncemed, see '^ F. Q." 
IV. vn; VL V.St 12. 

Pago 43, line 12. •* Incarnate "ssficsh-ooloarcd; 
hence pink, as in carnation. See below, page 47, 
line 28, *• the incarnate rose." The phrase «* snow- 
driven white" mast be taken together; and with 
the inversion we may compare page 45, line 3, 
** after worthless w<rids"= worthless after-worlds. 

P^ 43, line la •• Who" for wkiAs compare 
** Merchant of Venice," ii 6 (altered by Djce) ; 

*' Th« fini. of gold, wib thia iaacripUoa btu^h" &e. 
** Thm MeoBd, tilvw. mUoI thit pranlat cwriM^" 

Q 
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Fk^^ 44, stanza 3. Threo linos scribbled over 
and illogtble. They completed the stausa of 
which the fourth lino only is left ; tho middle line 
apparently ending with ** abydinge.** On this 
page I have used tho modem forms, "foropast" 
and *• forethought" ** Forthoaght " (as in tho 
MS.) woald mean repented, 
^ Fkigo 48, after stanza 4 Two lines scribbled 
over and illegible. 

Pago 48, line 20. So the MS. We might have 
expected imprisoned and wnpont. 

Pago 49, stanza 6. I follow tho MS., but some- 
thing seems wanting to oomploto the sense. What 
is required is an instance of futile labour, like 
seeking moisture in tho Arabian desert, and the sun 
after sunset ; or of disappoiutmout, like the failure 
of Hero's light The dots after ** set** arc in the MS. 
and it is not likely tliat in stanza 7, lino 1, *' where** 
and *'wcro" have been confounded, as the MS. 
spells the former ** wher,** and the latter, as here, 
'•weare.'* 

Pago 40, bst line. •' Shoe f/oap* thy death," MS.; 
as though, yarying from the usual story, he mode 
Hero sleep through tho fatal storm, after with* 
drawing her light. 

Pkigo 50, lino 14 ** Brost ** =6iif #f , as in Spenser. 
XXI. p. 52. PeiUion to the Queen, This peti- 
tion, which has been prosenred in tho transcript 
of Dmmmond of Hawthomden, resembles the 
Hatfield fragment in tho stiffiiess of its rhythm, 
and partly in its motro. In stanza 3, lino 3, the 
MS. has '* Tearyo.** which I take to mean very. In 
8taiisa5, lino 2, tho MS. has ««descriu*d;" i.e„d€* 
eerieed for deeeribed. Compare tho first Sonnet 
which I hare given from Sidney, page 138, line 4^ 
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** thy langaiBhod gnoo— ihy stoto detenf^"^ and 
•«dfi8criYe'* in Spenser, •* F. Q." II. iiL ti. 25, ^. 
XXIII. p. 55. Fragmettit^ trt. With Na 1, oom* 
piuro the piece given abore from a RawliuBon IfS., 
Na XL p^ 16. — ^The two riddles in Na 2 are ofleii 
found apart; and that on Noel is sometimes 
nscribod to Queen Elizaboth.^Ralcip:h*s claim to 
Na 5, the well-known epiUtph on Leicester, rests 
solely on the evidonco of the Bridgewater MS8., 
ns reported by Mr. Collier. There are two anony* 
mons copies among the Hawthomden MS8. at 
Edinburgh, the first of which was ])rinted by Hr. 
Laing, and quoted in the notes to Scott's ** Keiiil- 
worth :•• 

" Hm Ikt a valUmi warrior, who now drew a twofd ; 
Here liot a noblo cvurUer, who noVcr kept hit word ; 
Hero lies tho Earl of Loicotlor, who gorir n od tho coUtoti 
Whom tho oarth oould novor liYlaglovo^ and thojoit hoavoa 
now hatas." 

Tlie first line of the second copy gives a Tariatiou 
worth preserving: "Hero lies a noble warrior, 
who never nUiined a sword.'* — Baleigh's title to 
No. 6, the epitAph on Salisbury, rests on the word 
of the biographer Shirley, who says, '* which I am 
upon very good grounds assured to be his. King 
James was so much taken with the smartness of 
it, that he hoped the author would die before him.** 
It is thus introduced in Osborne's " Traditional 
Memoirs on the Reign of King James," 1658, p^ 88 : 
'* those that follow are from so smart a pen in the 
king's sense, that he said he hoped the anthor 
would die before him : who it was, God knows.'* 
Compare Oldys, •* Life of Raleigh," p. cbodv^Na 
7 : " My aunt Laighton " is mentioned in a well- 
known letter from Lord Essex to Sjrer (lytlerV 
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•« Balei^.** p. 62). A ** Lady Leighton ** was, I 
hdiere, one of the bedohamber-women to the 
' Qneon. A*' Sir Thomas Leighton "was a gorernor 
of Gnernsdy; and a '* Sir William** was '* one of 
his Migesty's bond of pensioners '* in 1612, and is 
known as a writer of rones. 

xxiT. pp. 58-75. These fragments of metre, 
ifJbkAk are scattered throngh Baleigh's " History 
of the World,** have never been collected before. 
I hare Terificd and completed the references, 
which were often incorrect or imperfect, and often 
omitted altogether. The original is nearly always 
prefixed in Baleigh*s text, except that all the 
Greek passages are quoted in a Latin version. 
It is cnrioas that the veiy first translation which 
we meet with in the volnme is borrowed, and 
I have therefore omitted it ; vis. book L, ch. i S 
5 ; Ovid, Mctam. i. 5-8, from A. Golding*s Ovid : 

** Btfeit Ui« ies and land wtra mad*, and Haartn that all 

dothhida. 
In all tba world out only fiwa of Natora did abida, 
Whieh Chaoa bight, a hvgt nida haap— " 

I have not observed any other instances of the 
kind, though it is quite possible that some may 
have escaped my notice. The second quotation 
linom Ovid stands thus in Golding (p. 46) : 

«8aid, I am ba that malaa tba yaar, thai aU thingi do bo* 

bold. 
By whom tbo oartb dolh all thiaga laa^ tba Eva af all tba 

worid." 

The transla^on of lAcan, to which Raleigh pve* 
fixed a Sonnist (above. No. xix. p. 90) to oblige 
relathrs Sir A. Gorgee, is diflerent in all the pi 
sages wluob Baleigh has made use of ; thus:— * 
Naxiv.p.61. InGoige8«p.l41t 
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'"OLucifyl ChM pradiKM ▼«ia» 
Thai Mvtr ctaat the meui rtiaiBi 
And tboa. iBMtifttt GlattMiT. 
Painp««d with npvflaitjr, &e. 

Na xzzL p. 65. In Gorges, p. 128t 

** Gatar nun akiA praparn aad rig% 

Conpoaed of green wilhnr Iwigi^ 

And ovnr il doth oz-hidaa daght* 

Wherewith lo kaep than atannch and tight," Ac 

No. xliii. p. 68. In Goifpes, p. 93: 

«« 8o Vkawiaa, if wa CKdit faaMi 
PhoeniciaBa ware tlia firrt had Muna 
Tha vea of charactara to find. 
And lotten to azprete onr mind." 

Bat it mnst not be forgotten that Ben Joaaon 
cJaimed a thiure in the great History, both for 
himself and for others. The probable amount of 
Boleigh's obligations has been huAj staled by 
Oldys, exaggerated by D'lsFseli, and again reduced 
to reasonable dimensions by Mr. Tytlcr, Mr. Mac- 
rey Napier, and Mr. Edwards. I have not thoa^t 
it necessary to criticize the translations ; bat it 
will be observed that in Na lt. pi 72, Iw takes 
Coiythos for the hero instead of the town. 

xxTi. and xxTn. pp. 77-78. The change of sig- 
nature in '* England's Helicon" leaves Baleigh*s 
claims to these two poems doubtful; but it is nol 
condusive evidence against him, because the edi- 
tor may have merely cUsoovered that the author 
wished to remain concealed. 

Fkge 78, hist line. •« Saundng beU** is fre- 
quently used for **saints*bell,*' qmodadmmda 9oeaL 
Another form found is ** saoring bell,** the bell 
announcing the elevation of the host. ** Sain** is 
of course soy, as frequently in Spenser. 

zzvin. pi 80. I think it veiy improbable that 
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RiJoigh wroto this ballad. Rafiicioni litorary ro- 
forenoea to '* Walsingham PilgrimagCB " will be 
fonnd in Poroj, and in Ghappcll*8 " Popular Mnsic 
of Uio Oldon Time,** pp. 121.2. 

XXIX. p. 82. This ia one of Iho rq)lt08 to Withor^s 
▼oraoa, " Shall I, wasting in despair.** It sooms to 
. me qoite as unlikely that Raleigh wrote this an- 
swer as that Jonson wrote another. — GifTord's 
*«^ife of Bon Jonson,**. p. czlix.; Bliss's Wood. 
- A. O.- il 616. 




NOTES ON PART H. 

fHS poems contained in this Part are chiefly 
taken from the collection of Sir Henr}' 
Wotton's minor writings, which was Bret 
pablished in 1651, twelve years after the author's 
death, and reprinted in 1654, 1672, and 1685. The 
Arst portion consists of Sir Hcuiy Wotton*8 own 
poems; the second of poems fonnd among his 
papers. I bare added notliing to this di^nsion ex- 
cept a few scattered pieces, which seemed to make 
the collection more complete. 

L p. 87. Of a w<manU hcnrf. Several copies 
insert the following couplet after line 16: 

" Or w «« ft sbttnce' that did flMk* ksr ttrangt, 
itaM ilo««r of duiiigt?** 

II. p. 8& 6erjea$U Hoikini. John Hoskins was 
originally a Fellow of New College, where he 
gradoatod MJL in 1592; but some sarcasms in 
whieh ho indulged as Ttrreo FU%it§ for that 
yaar led to his expulsion ftom the universi^. A 
pfospenma marriage afterwards enabled him to 
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enter at the Middle Temple, and ho hocame a 
member of Parliament, where *'a dcsperale alia* 
ftion to tho Sicilian Vesper" oonaigned bim to the 
Tower. Juno 7, 1614. This date alone disposes of 
Wood*s story, that his participation in Baleigh*B 
imprisonment led to their intimacy, with tho 
result that Hoskins '* viewed and roTiewod*" the 
"Histoiy of the World;*' for that volume, as 
Wood himself states, was published in April, 
1614 (A. O. ii. 238, 626). It seems dear, how. 
ever, that his ** oom|iany '* was *' much desired by 
iufi^niotts men.'* He spent about a year in the 
Tower; and was afterwards successively a rcador 
at the Temple, serjcant^it-Iaw, a judge for Wales, 
and a mcralxjr of the Council of the MaitihcsL He 
dicil Aug. 27, 16^. His ** book of poems, bigger 
tlian those of Dr. Donne," which was lost by his 
Hon, has never been recovered ; but a good many 
of his eingrams can be found in the small If 8. 
miscellanies of tho time. I have printed a few in 
No. zxv. p. 121. Dr. Bliss printed from the Ash* 
mole MSS. a piece of eighty lines, called ** Ifr. 
Hoskins* Dream ;** edition of Wood, -« A. 0." ii 
627. One of the epigrams which I have given onn- 
sists of lines extracted from it. 

III. p. 89. A happy life. The third staosa 
seems to be corrupt, but tho reading given here 
is at all events intelligible; "Nor envies any 
whom vice doth raise." The oopy (bund in Ben 
Jonson's handwriting sanctions this punctuation, 
reading ** Or vice ; who never understood." The 
text in ** BeL Wotton." leaves it without oonstmc- 
tion, reading *'Nor vioe hath over understood; 
How deepest," Aa Mr. Dyoe reads: "Nor vice; 
hath ever nnderstood," Ae. 
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▼IL p. 95, On the Queen of Bohemia. This 
Bprigfatiy poem mast have been written during 
the short intenr*! which elapsed after Sept. 1619, 
before the brief daj of Elizabeth*8 Bohemian 
sorefeigntjr was cloaded. It has been a faroarite 
theme for imitations and additions; of which 
three stanzas will bo a sufficient specimen. The 
first and second are taken from Archbishop San- 
croft's MS., Tann. 4d5, fol. 43, whoro they rank as 
fourth and sixth (compare a somewhat similar 
copy in the *' Topographer," i. 421) ; the third, in 
which the metre is altogether nltcrod, is taken 
from the end of the copy in the Aberdeen 
**OaDtas.'* It has found its way, with some 
Tariations, among Montrose's poems (Napier's 
** Life of Montrose,** 1856, Appendix, p. xl). 

* Ton nabict that do gemt adorn. 
And ■apphires with joar atnra hat, 

LIka 10 tha tkiaa or blvAhing mom ; 
How pala't Tour hrightnau in ow TieWi 
Whan diamonds art mixad with you? 

^ Tha roat, tha Tiolat, all tha tprini;. 

Unto har braath for twcatnoM ran i 
Tha diamond's darkanad in tha ring ; 

If aha spponr, tha moon'a vndona, 

Aa in tha ptt a anca of tha •«■• 

" Bhonld littla stiaamt command grant aaaa, 

Or littla ants tha stinging baat? 

Bhonld littla hints with aaglaa soar. 

Or littla haasta with liona roar? 

Noi aoy not sa^ It Is not maat 

Tha haad abonid stoop down to tha Cmt** 

tm. pi 96. Sir Albertos Morton was Wotton's 
nephew, and had been his seerotaiy at Venice. 
He was fhiqaently employed by King James on 
fereign afihirs, was knighted by him in 1617, and 
died secretary of state in 1^. Sir Henry nerer 
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mentions him withoat adding aome expressioiM 
of affectionafce regard. 

IX. p. 96. Sir A. Morton's wife waa Eliabeth, 
daughter of Sir Edward Apaley. of Thakeham, 
SoBsoz; iraa married Jan. l%1624v and died «. JR. 
in 1627. 

x.p.96. ThcalloBioninthefirBtatanniatotho 
planet which was said to be yisible at noon-da/ 
at the birth of Charles II., May 29» 1690. It was 
commemorated at the time, more or less diroctl j, 
by Wotton, King, Corbet, Cleveland, and Hcrrick ; 
and after the restoration, bj Cowley and Waller. 
The figure of a star isfoond on some of the medals 
of Charles IL 

' XI. p. 99. Sir H. Wotton wrote a Latin iniet 
(afterwards inserted in '* Bel. Wotton.**) npon the 
same occasion, with the title, ** Ad Begem ^ Sco- 
tift redncom Heurici Wottonii plaasns et TOta, 
XDCxxxiu." It was reprinted in varioas forms, 
both in Latin and English. 

xni. p. 103, line L valing M§ — •*. e. fiuling, or 
retiring. Near the end, vade is fskde, depart. 

xv»p.l06. HatcelVi Dodofta*i Grave. This flat* 
tering estimate of HowelPs allegory has not been 
ratified. Mr. Hallam snmmarily calls it **an 
entire fi^ilnre." The reference in lino 4 is doubt* 
lees to the well-known " Argonis ** of John Bar- 
day, and tho ** Advices from Pamassna** of Tr^an 
BoccalinL 

XYii.p.l09. Ihave transferred this well-known 
piece from tho ** Complete Angler," as partionlariy 
suiti^le in style and subject, if not in authorship, 
to have formed part of the ooUeotion in ** Bel. 
Wotton.** 

Fsge 110, line 6. ««Mind,** u «. mine, as it is 
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npolt in Bancroft's MS. In 0ome copies the line 
begins* *' Dig out the bowels," which may be 
cur feci. 

Fbge 110, line 20. An angel was a piece of 
monej worth ten shillings (see above, p. 28, line 
iM, and note). To ** yio angels " is to stake or 
hawrd coins against an antagonist, who may " re- 
Tie " if he is able, by patting down a larger sum. 
* Fbge.111, line 7. In Ratacroft's MS. these lines 
stand thus : 

** Hert dwtll no bwUng Iotm, bo palsy fun^ 

No abort joyt |Mirrhaied with eternal tears : 

Hers will I sit« and sigb my hot joatb's foil ji" inc. 

xmi. p. Ill, line 3. Observe that the word 
** world's " is hero a dissyllabic, as it occurs twice 
in the HatAold MS. (sec above, p. 38, line 17, and 
p. 47, line 2.) 

XIX. p. 112. Dr. Samuel Brooke, the intimate 
friend of Dr. Donne, was a mcmlier of Trinity Col- 
lego, Cambridge, whero he graduated as M.A. in 
lOOi, and as D.D. in 1615. He was successively 
Divinity Professor of Oresham College, Rector of 
St. Margarot's, Lothbnry, Master of Trinity, and 
Archdeacon of Coventry ; and died in 1631. His 
brother, Christopher Brooke, was better known 
as an English poet He is probably the author 
of «• The Ghost of Bichard the Third," 1614, a 
poem which was republished by the Shakespearo 
Sodetj. Beferonces to both brothers may bo 
fonnd among the poems of Donne, Crashaw, and 
Traiiam Browne. 

XX. p. 114. Chidiock Tychboume, of Southamp. 
ton, was executed, with Ballard and Babington, 
in 1586. The reply to his verses, whieh I copied 
many yean ago from % contemporary MS.» has 
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been preseiTod in mther an imperfect form. In 
lino 4, the MS. rrads, **Thj hope in hurt m 
icoMted^** the writer's oye having cenght the line 
above; in line 11, there ia an evident amission, 
which I have attempted to snppl/ ; in lino 16, the 
MS. reads, ** hadst ne*er been horm^ and, in the 
last line, it makes an nnneceesary insertion, — 
"Which, O unhappy iimiii,** Ac I am doobtfnl 
about the reading of cme or two other words. 
"Lowdly,'* in line 14, means mistakenly, ignonntlj. 

XXI. p. 116. The repetition of ** thonghts " in 
line 4 appears to bo an error; but it stands so in 
all the editions I have used. Tlio shortness of line 
5 in Che old editions is not countenanced by the 
form of the oUier stanzas. The word which I have 
supplied is found only in some modem copies. 
This piece is followed in *• Bel Wotton.** by 
Raleigh*s lines, '* Even such is time,** which have 
been given already in Fart I. No. xxii. p. 54. 

XXII. p. 117. Though there is no reason to doubt 
that Bacon wrote these verses, his daim does not 
seem to have been commonly known ; for it will 
bo seen that his name was an after*inscrtion in 
many of the MS. copies, as well as in *'Bol. 
Wotton." The lines bear scnne resemblance to a 
well*known epigram ascribed to Fosidippos, which 
had been very frequently translated ; e. ^. in Tot- 
tel's •• Songs and Sonnets,** 1557 ; in Puttenham*s 
" Art of Foesy,'* 1589 ; by Sir John Beaumont, 
and by others. Fossibly flrom this circumstance, 
the last line finocjuently occurs in almost exactly 
the same shape among the minor poems of the 
time; s. g. Bacon, as here: 

«■ What then ronaliii^ bat that wa atfll ahaald ciy 
VlHr bdag ban, aid, baiaff ban, to dial.** 
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Drammond of Hawthomdeii, •• Worin," 1711 ) 
FoomB, p. 44 : 

** Who woold not om of IboM two offinv tiy,-^ 
Not to bt boni. or» btinic born, to die ?** 

Bishop King, •• Poems,*' Ac. 1657, p. 145 : 

■* At katt with tba Grcok sago still mako ni ay. 
Not to bt bora, or, being born, to die.** 

The mjrthical aathor of the phrase was Silenns, 
who is ssid to have bestowed it on his captor, 
King Midas. 

XXT. p. 121, No. 1. The son of Hoskins who is 
generally mentioned was called BeHetUeiwBeimeL 
Hence it is very probable that Hoeldns wrote *' My 
little Batt*' ^ which is the reading of a Rawlin« 
MS. 
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IT will save repetition to note here, that 
the old editions of the early poetical mis* 
cellanies, by which I have rectified the 
text of extracts, are as follows : — ^TottePs ** Songs 
and Sonnets," those of 1557 and 1585 ; •* The Para- 
dise of Dainty Devices " (first published in 1576), 
those of 1580 and 1506; '*The Phoenix Nest," 
1593; ** England's Helicon,** the first edition, 
1600; and Davison's •« Poetical Bhapsody'* (first 
pablished in 1602), generally the fourth edition, 
1621. Bat in giving mere lists of first lines, I 
have referred by page to the repmits of Park, 
BfTdges, Ao^ art most likely to bo commonly ac« 
ceesibla; and I have availed myself, in one or two 
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instunooB, which are diilj ■ckQOwlcdgod» of fbrther 
informtttion contained in Mr. ColUei^s leoe&i im- 
prints. 

I. p. 125. Tho seventh lino of this piece, ** As lead 
to grave in marble stone,** means, **9mfor lead Is 
engrave," Ac.; that is, it is as hard f<^ mj song 
to pierce her heart, as for the soft metal to cot 
letters on the hard marfolei In line 24^ **uiq[ait** 
means ** nnroqnitod, nnpunishcd.** In line 2^ as 
again in line 31, ** may chance thee lie,** means, 
** it may chance for thee to lie,** Ac. The Hartag* 
ton MS. destroys the sense by reading, **P§r» 
chance thry lie withered and fdd." 

n. p. 127. Tlie copy ascribed to John Heywood is 
printed at length by Park in his notes to Walpole, 
•'RandN.A.**voLLp.80. It can scarcely bedoabted 
that Heywood has simply laid hands on a popular 
poem for purposes of flattery, and ntteriy destroyed 
its beauty in the process. His copy doaea thus :-^ 

** Thii worthy lady, too, btwimr ; 

A king*! daoKbter was aba. 
Of whom John Uejwood liii to lay 

In Bttch worthy degree. 

*' And Maiy wa« her name, waet ye^ 

With theoe gncet endned } 
At eighteen yean ao flonriahed ahei 

So doth hia mean oondnde.** 

The readings "roseal" (si. R, line 1), •'lively** 
{ib. line 4), and ''honesty'* (st. 11, line 3), are 
from tho old copies ; instead of " roseate,** "* lovely,** 
and "modesty,** as given in some modem texts. 

III.— VI. pp. 129.134w Th4muf9^ Lard Vaim. 1 have 
here selected foor pieces oat of sixteen, which are 
ascribed to this nobleman ; two of them printed 
among the nncertain authors in TottoFs ^ Songs 
and Sonnets,*' and fourteen in " Tho EMadise of 
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Dttinty Devices.** The following are the first lines 
of tlie other twelve, arranged alphabetically : — 

5. ''How can the tree bat waste and wither 
away.**— P. of D. D., p. 64; *' L. Vaux.** An anony. 
inoas copy in Harl. MS. 6910, fol. 168, ver$o ; and 
another printed Anom a Masic-Book of 1596 by 
Mr. Collier, «• Lyrical Poems," Ac. p. 31. 

6. " If ever man had love too dearly bought ** — 
P.ofl).D.,p.73; "L.V.** 

7. *•! loathe that I did love.**— Tottel, anon. 
Ascribed to Lord Yanx "in time of the noble 
Qaeen Mary,** in Harl. MS. 1703, fol. 100. See 
more on this poem in Percy, Warton (iii. 54, ed. 
Pvlc), and the Commentators on Hamlet 

8. «' Like as the hart that lifleth np his ears."— 
P. of D. D., p. 81 ; •• L. Vanx.'* 

9. ** Mistmst misdeems amiss, whereby dis- 
pleasure prows."— P. of D. D., p. 82: " L. V." 

10. ** The day delayed of that I most do wish." 
—P. of D. D., p. 10; •• L. Vans." 

11. "To eoonsel my estate abandoned to the 
spoil.**— P. of D. D., p. 81 ; " L. Vans.- 

12. «' What doom is this, I fain woald know.'*— 
P.orD.D^p.72; ••L.V.- 

13. " What grieves my bones and makes my 
body (hint ? "—P. of D. D., p. 3 ; " L. Vaux." 

14. " When Onpd scaled first the fort."— Tottel, 
aoon. Quoted, with a wrong Christian name, by 
Puttenham, A. P. 1589, p. 200, as by •« the Lord 
NidMu Yaux, a noble gentleman, and much de« 
lighted in vulgar making,'* Ac. A copy in Harl. 
MS. 6910, fd. 175. See also Warton (iii. 57), 
Perpft Mid Ellis. 

Vk ^ When I behold the bier, my last and post- 
.lag iMTse.**— P. of D. D.« p. 103; " K Vanx.** 
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16. " Where seething sighs and sour sobs.**— 
P. of D. D^ p. 44; «'L. Y.* In some editions 
ascribed to W. Hunnis. The fifth stanxa begins, 
*' These hairs of ago are messengers ;** which forms 
the first lino in some modem copies. 

It will be observed that at least three of the 
sixteen, including two of thoeo which I have given 
at length, have been also claimed for other anthors. 
The same remark will apply to two other pieces* 
the first lines of which I add here : — 

17. " Brittle beauty, that nature made so frail.** 
— Fonnd also among Lord Snrrey*s Poems ; but 
Dr. Nott is rather anxious to resign it to Iiord 
Vaux. Sec his edition of Surrey, pp. 20, 288. 

18. '* To seem for to revonge each wrong in 
hasty wise.**— P. of D. D.,.p. 30; •*£. S.** Mr. 
Collier mentions that there is ** early anthority** 
(«. g, ed. 1580) for Lord Vaux; <* Bibl. Gat.** i. 245. 

III. p. 129. This is undoubtedly very '* heavy 
verse,** as the author acknowledges; and it is ex* 
tremoly obscure. In the second stanza we may 
perhaps suspect an inversion; as though th» 
first and third lines were nearly transposed: " If 
weary wop enwrapped in the shroud my wonted 
cheer, which is eclipsed, ^. (so that it) lies slain 
by tonguo of the unfriendly sort.** (Both the old 
editions used read, ** If weary toe.*') In line 15, 
nil the copies I have seen read, *' On that I gap€ 
the issue," &c., for which I have conjectured, 
gAgOf" i* «• stske. 

nr. p. 130. The old reading of the first line, 
do grow,** is an instance of one of the commonest 
errors in EliEabethan grammar; when the verb ia 
made to agree with the number of the nearest 
noun, even though not a nominative at alL Bo 
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in line 4, tho old rooding is, ** lits hid.*' Comporo 
pAge 78, lino 9, whoro tho old editions have, ** By 
her the virtue of tho stnrs down §lide.** 
. T. p. 192. Tho old editions nsed omit ** in '* in 
the second line, and in lino 3, hogin *' 3%« most of 
«11/* In line 21, 1 have followed Ellis and others 
in reading •« Fear " for •• Few." 

y/XL p. 135. The smoothness and ingennitj of 
this piece, at so early a date, have eansed some 
suspicions. " If these are gcnnino," says Mr. 
Hallam, ** and I know not how to dispute it, they 
are as polished as any written at the close of tho 
Qaeen*s reign.'* It is confessed that there is one 
mistake already in the date ; but Park's proposal 
to support a legend prefixed to them by substi* 
toting one still earlier, would only increase the 
marrel. In one or two words I have followed tho 
readings of Dr. Nott, " Surrey," p. cclxxix. 

vui. p. 136. Tho scattcrod versos ascribed to 
Qufien Elisabeth are collected in Park's Wal« 
pole, •* R. and N. A.," i. 84-109, and in Mr. Dyce's 
•• Britbh Poetesses," pp. 15-23. In lino 21 of this 
piece, ''The daughter of debato" is Mary Queen 
of Roots. The last couplet, as it stands in Pni- 
tenham, is imperfect. I have supplied tho de« 
ficiency from tho Oxford MS. Percy reads, *' shall 
fiUMy poll ;" Drydges, '* for latcUt9$ joy." 

ix««z. pp. 137 — 141. It is impossible to represent 
properly the Courtly Poets of Elizabeth without an 
•xtraot from the writings of Sir Philip Sidney ; in 
whose case I have therefore made a brief exception 
to the rule, which has led me generally to exclude 
speotmens from those poets whose works have 
already been collected and edited. All requisite 
iaformatioii on the Torsion of the Psalms ascribed 
lo Sidney and his iiater is given in Park's 
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of Walpolo*8 *' Bojal and Noble Authorst** toL ii 
pp. 203-4» and in tho Preface prefixed to the fint 
printod edition in 1823. 

xi-XY. pp. 142-7. Edward, Earl of Orf^td. To 
the five pieces here aacribod to Lord Oxford, the 
following sixteen may be added* making twenty* 
one in all :^- 

6. *' A crown of bays shall that man wear.** — 
Far. of D. D., p. 70; " B. O.*' 

7. « Doth sorrow fret thy soal P O, direfiil 
spirit !"— Six lines in" EngUnd*sPkimas8ii8.*'iaOO. 
p. 26, ro print; ••£. of O.** Also anon, with 
«• AstTophel and Stella,** 1591. 

8. "Even as the wax doth melt, or dew oon* 
same away ."—P. of D. D., p. 77 ; - B. O.** 

9. " Faction that ever dwells in court where wit 
excels.'* — Printed with Sidney's " Astrophel and 
Stella;'* and reprinted in Collier*s •* Bibl. Gat,** 
Additions, p. iL ; «« E. O.'* Cf. Uk, toL L p. 37. 

10. '* Framed in the front of forlorn hope past all 
rocovery.*'— P. of D. D., p. 24 (oorrocted); " E. O."* 

11. «a am not as I seem to be.**— P. of D. D., 
PL 76; "E.O.** 

12. " If care or skill conld oonqner Tain desire.** 
—P. of D. D., p. 74; "* M. R," bat ascribed to Lofd' 
Oxford in ed. 1578 (Collier), and in ed. 1580. 

13. " LoTe is a discord and a strange diTOcee.** 
— ^Eighteen lines in '* England's Pamas80B«** p^ 
208; "RO.** 

14. '*My meaning is to work what wondsfB 
love hath wrooght.*'— P. of D. D. p. 78 ; «< E. 0." 

15. ** Sitting alone npon my thought in melan- 
choly mood." — ^"^ Verses made by the Eari of Ox« 
ford ;'* MS. Bawl. 85, fol. 11. 

16. •* The Urely laric did stretch her wing.**— 

m 
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P. ofD. D. p. 09; ••£. O.** MS. Bawl 85, fol. 14, 
Mffo. •« Earl of Oxford.** 

17. *<Tho trickling tears that fall along my 
eheeki.'*— P. of D. D. p. 75 ; •• B. O.'* 

18. *' What plagao is greater than tho grief of 
mindP" — Six lines in "England's Pamassus," p. 
252;"E.ofOx.'*Anon.with**ABtrophelandStella.*' 
* 19. ** What shepherd can express.**— England's 
Helicon, p. 87 s *• Earl of Oxenford." 

20. " When I was fair and yonng, then favour 
graced me.**—- Lord Orford*s Works, i. 552, ••from 
an ancient MS. Miscclhiny.** Also in Ellis. Bat 
in MS. Bawl. Poet. 85, fol. 1, signed " Elysabetha 
regina.** 

21. •• Who tanght thee first to sigh, alas ! my 
heart.**— MS. Bawl. 85, fol. 16, verto. "Earl of 
Oxenford.'* 

XI. p. 142. Tho copies of this piece diflfor widely. 
That which Ellis has printed resembles tho text 
of the Harleian MS. The following readings may 
be worth observing: line 6, ** pride of May;** lino 
14, «• unmvtnuy lovers* tears ;** lino 32, •• Ten thon- 
sand times a day.** 

XII. p. 143. In the third lino, Mr. Palgrave rightly 
corrected Dr. Bliss's reading, *' make tiie bond,** into 
*< make men bond.** It is •• men ** in the copy 
printed by Byrd in 1587. 

xni. p. 144. ' This singular poem looks like an 
exereiso in alliteration. In line 6, •• or '* probably 
means "before ;** ** before I snfier wrong again." 

. xnr. p. 146, line 1. Manchei is fine bread, which is 
constantly, as here, contrasted with eheaif or 
coarse bread. In the "proportion for a royal 
dinner,** in the time of Philip and Mary, the first 
three items are, " Fyne manchett, f^ne chett, and 
•ther chett s** Gntch, " CoUeoi. Cur.** vol. u. imt. 
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** No wMmchti can to well the eooitly palate pteaaay 
Af that mada of Uio meal fatchad from roj fartalc Ian; 
Tbair flocat af that kind, compared with mj wheat. 
For whitaneat of the hread doth look like common cAeal.'* 

Orayum, ** PoljrolhioB,*' xtl, p. ISOl 

XT. p. 147, Epig. 2, lino 1, ovidcntly mcmiu, " yei 
thou cotUd*ti not command content'* Tho ellipsis 
occnra also in Walpolo*B printed oopj. In lino 2 
of tho third stanza, p. 148, *' swad '* is a ooontiy* 
man; amdoclown. 

xvi.-*xix.pp.l49<— 160. SirEdtoardDyfT. Djrw 
is another member of the Elizabethan court-circle 
whoso poetry was so early lost in tho mass of un- 
appropriated and fugitive rerses, that though 
Pttttonham had praised him in 1589 as *' for elegy 
most sweet, solemn, and of high conceit,'* Edmund 
Bolton in tho next reign said, that he had " not seen 
much of Sir Edward Dyer's poetry ** (soo other 
references in Park's edition of Warton, H. £. P. 
iii. 290). We are fortunately now in a position to 
give a rather more complete account of it^ Mr. 
Collier luis discovered and described two rmra 
works by Dyer ; ** Tho Praise of Nothing,'* 1585| 
which is chiefly in prose, and " Six Idyllia of 
Theocritus," 1588, a metrical translation (see his 
«« Life of Spenser," p^ Ixxri. noto, and his *' BibL 
Cat" i. 237 ; ii. 24, 60). Of Dyer's minor poetry, I 
have here printed four very characteristio sped- 
mens ; two of which possess the special interest 
that the replies and imitations annexed to them 
romind us that Sidney, Dyer, and Greville formed 
a close brotheriiood of poets; as Sidney himself 
has recorded in a poem printed in D»vison*s 
"Poetical Rhapsody,"— '* upon his meeting with 
his two worthy friends and fellow poets, Sir 
Edward Dyer and Mr. Fnlke Greville.** To theao 
four, the following pieces may be added i 
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5. "Alas, my heart, mine eye haih wronged 
thee."— England's Helicon, p. 88 ; " S. E. Dyer.'* 

6. - Amaryllis was fall fair."— MS. RawL Poet. 
85, foL 98, Mfso, " E. Dier.** Also in MS. Tann. 
306, p. 174. 

7. ** Among the woes of those unhappy wights." 
—A long elegy on Sidney, containing from fifby- 
four to sixty-one stanzas of six lines each ; printed 
from Breton, but without any author's name, in 
Bishop Butler's '* Sidneiana,** pp. 41 — 53 ; and 
identified as Dyer's in Chetham MS.8012, pp. 143— 
153, where the title is " An epitaph composed by 
Sir Edward Dyer of Sir Philip Sidney." As 
Breton's in MS. BawL Poet. 85, fol. 23. 

8. " As rare to hoar as seldom to be seen." — 
MS. Bawl. Poet. 85, fol. 7, verno. ** M. Dier." 

9. ** Divide my times and race my wretched 
hours."— MS. Bawl. Poet. 85, fol. 37 ; •* M. Dior." 

10. **If pleasures be in painfiilnees."— P. ot 
D. D.p. 20; «'M. D." Oyer's daim is admitted 
by Bitson and Dyce. 

11. •• I would it were not as it is."— MS. Bawl. 
Poet. 85, foL 6. "M.Dicr." 

Another piece beginning ** O more than most 
fair, full of the liring fire," which is signed 
•' M. Dier " in MS. BawL Poet. 85, fol. 7, twr to, 
is really one of Spenser^s Sonnets ; No. VIII., 
YoL T., p. 119, Cdlier. A poem of Lord Brooke's 
begins in the same way, *' Works," 1033, p. 162, 
but the pieoes are difiisrent. It is only another 
instance of the poetical interoonrse between these 
writers* 

We may also add sereral quotations in Putten- 
ham^s <«Art of Poesy," 1589. ppi 141, 176, 198. 
The following pieoea hare been ascribed \o ^yer, 
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bat appear to belong properly to ThomM Lodge; 
and I think the list eoald be extended : 

1. *' Alas, how wander I amidst these woods.** 
— B. H., p. 183 ; •« S. £. D.** But it is in Lodge's 
•• Rosalind,** p. 120, reprint 

2. *' Like desert woods with darksome* shades 
obscored.**— £. K^ p. 112 ; " 8. £. D." bat repeated 
on PL 224, with the signature Ignaio. Henoe 
claimed for Sir W. Balei^ Irf Br id g e s and the 
Oxford editors. A copy oocars in the ''Fhonix 
Nest,** 1593,p. 59, with the signatara, '• T. L. Gent.** 

3. «« Mj Phyllis hath the mommg san.**— S. H. 
p. 53; " 8. E. D.** Accepted by EUis. Bat see 
Ck>mer, » BibL Gat.** L 72, 467. 

• 4 "When the dog,** AO.—E.H., p. 154 ;««&£. 
D.** But it is in L(^'s «« RoeaKnd,** p. 120. 

l£r. Collier also conjootaros that the poem, "A 
shepherd poor, Eabulus called he was,** whidi is 
commonly ascribed to Francis Davison, may have 
been really written by 8ir E. Dyer; ** BibL Cat** 
i. 188; and Malone proposed, as I have noted 
before (p. 215), to ascribe to him the elegy on 
8idn(^, beginning, '* Silence angmenteth grief, 
writing increaseth rage.** 

XVI. p. 149. I hare given a foil aoooant of the 
various editions and imitations of this favoorite 
poem in my former volame, p. Izv. note. Tbi& 
authority of this one MS. is considorable, be- 
cause of the number of Dyer*s pieces which it 
has preserved ; and popular as the poem was. Ism 
not aware that there is any other claimant for it 

xvn. PL 151. All the printed copies, old and new, 
so far as I have seen th«m, and also the Bawlinson 
MSn give in the third line the unintelligible read- 
ing, •« IVmd of dsHgkiJ* lV>r the tmo reading. 
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•• F6nd of the Itghi,** we kto indebted to the Har. 
leianMS. In line 6/* wood*'— mad. Hemckhas 
a shoii poem on the same conceit: 

** I playtd with \or% m with lh« An 
The wanton ntyr did," &c. 

** Thftt Mtyr ho bvt bnrnt hia lipo. 
I Bat raino'i tho ipvator smut," &e. 

•« rooms/' p. 21 7, cd. Holitt. 

XTDi. p. 153. In line 3, both MSS. rood " the 
matter o/ mUhap,** which destrpys the rhyme. 
There are, howoYor, many yariations between 
them. 

xn. p. 154. This poem mnst have been highly 
esteemed to have obtained the compliment of 
adaptation and imitation from Bobert Southwell 
and Lord Brooke ; and yet I am not aware that it 
has oyer been printed before, except Tory imper- 
fectly among the '* Poems of Pembroke and Rnd- 
yard,** and some extracts by Malone. Tho MS. 
copies diflcr exceedingly, both in yarious readings 
and in omissions. I haTO made out tho best text 
that I oonld, from a careful comparison of all tho 
materials. It is the same piece which Wood 
erroneously called '* A Description of Friendship '* 
(A. O. i. 741); a title which he took by mistaJce 
fWmi another poem in the Ashmole MS. 

Page 156, line 16. •« I road the hyacint" (so 
spelt for the rhyme) ; u s. road the fancied letters 
on its leayes : — ** on which are writ the leiUrt of 
our woe'* (Boanmont). See Oyid, Metam. x. 215. 
Some copies haye ** reap the hyacinth.** 

Page 159, line 5. ** Hoben ; ** so often Spenser, 
for ebony; ••His spear of heben wood.**—" F. Q.** 
LyiiBt87. 

Pago 168, line 27. I haye substitated •'wrath** 



K0TE8. 247 

tar ** worth ;** and liave oomcted two or tlunee 
other errors of the press in different parts of the 
poem. 

F^171,line9. •« The ship of Greece "is dcariy 
the famous ship in which Theseus retomed alter 
slaying the Minotanr. The Athenians professed 
to proscnre it till the days of Dcmctrins Fhale- 
rens, the rotten timhers being carefnlly rcmorcd 
and renewed Arom time to time, so that it became 
a faTOorito cpieetion whether a ship of which 
every plank had been often changed ooald still bo 
called the same (Plntarch, The». p. 10, ed. 1620). 
This passage, in which Lord Brooke compares the 
changes of his mistress to that ship of Greece and 
to the erer-flowing stream — the same, yet not the 
same — perpetoally altering, yet bearing oontinn- 
ously " their antique name,*' — ^is an excellent 
specimen of the subtle conceptions which he loved 
to elaborate in his poetry. But the whole poem is 
raised to a level of thought curiously different 
from that of the two pieces by Dyer and Southwell 
with which it is connected. 

xxn. p. 173. I have inserted this pretty poem 
from the works of Lodge, becanse his verses have 
been so much mixed up with those of Djrer. Lodge 
was first an Oxford student ; then a voyager; next a 
lawyer ; finally a physician ; and died of the plague 
in 1625. He had also a literaiy connection with 
the dramatist Bobert Greene, who frequently uses 
the same imageiy; «. 9. in his *' Never too late,** 
1590 : — " Then shall heaven cease to have stars, 
the earth trees, the worid elements, and every* 
thing reversed shall iliJl to their former chaosT* 
(Qyoe, ** Life of Greene,** p. ix.), Andin**Alplioa* 
sus. King of AiTsgon** (Dyosb ^ 18) : 
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** For firil ihall hMren want sUn, and fotning mm 
Want watar]r drops, boforo 1*11 traitor bo 
Unto AlpbonM% whom I honour m.** 

xxni. p. 174 Obsenre the use of acyoctiTes for 
sabetaniiYos ; page. 175, line 14, "bright** for 
brightnen ; line 17, ** pore** for parity. 

xziTd— n. Bohert, Earl of Euex. To these 
tliree poems, by Elizabeth's brilliant bat ill« 
starred &Toarite, the following may be added : 

4. *' Change thy mind, since she doth change.** 
Doaland's "Musical Banqaet,** Ac, 1610,Canta8U., 
by *« the Right Hon. Bobert Earl of Essez^Earl Mar- 
shal of England.** Anonymously in " Wit*s In- 
terpreter,** 1671, p. 128 ; and MS. RawL Poet 85, 
fol. 126. 

5. " There [It] was a time when silly bees could 
speak.** — Printed from a Sloane MS. by Park, 
Walpole's *• R. and N. A.,** ii. 113. Another MS. 
is quoted by Mr. Collier, " Bibl. Cat.'* ii. 189. The 
first three stanzas were printed in a music-book of 
Dowland's; Percy Soc Yol. ziii. p. 72. Other 
copies occur in Harl. MS. 6910, fol. 167 ; in MS. 
Ashm. 767, fol. 1, and 781, p. 132 ; and in MS. 
'Duin. 306, p. 249. 

6. ** Muses no more, but Mazes be yoni name.** 
—Harl. MS. 6910, fol. 151, as by " Comes Essex.** 
Tlienoe printed in " Eza Tudor.*' vol. i. p. 33. 

7. ^ To plead my faith where faith hath no re« 
ward.** — ^Douland, 1610, as above; Cantns yl 

Another poem is found in MS. Ashm. 767, fol. 
64, entitled "Essex's last Voyage to the Haven of 
Happiness,** beginning, " Weloome, sweet death, 
the kindest friend I have.** But this piece seems 
to be merely an el^gy on his demise; after the 
naaner of *• The Iieatenant*s Legend,** or << The 
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dieepaiiing Graipkint of wretched Raleigh.'* Sir 

Henry WotUm bbjb that "to eraporate his 

thoughts in a Sonnet** was Esaei^s "oommon 

way ;** and from one of these he quotes the couplet 

{** Bel. Wotton.** p. 165, ed. 1685) : 

" And if thov thmiM'st by htr bt mw IbtMkM, 
She made thy bcait too mnmg for to bo ahokoB." 

The history of ** his darling piece of lore and sdf* 

love ** (ib. p. 174), appears to haye been made out 

snflBcienUy by Mr. Spodding; **Ijife of Bacon," 

Toi. i. pp. 374I99I. Mr.BUllam passes a Teiy high 

eulogiumon his prose; '* Literature of Europe,** 

vol. iii. p. 145, ed. 1843. I am not awaie that his 

supposed translation of one of Ovid's Epistles has 

been found ; Warton, H. £. P., iii. SiO-L 

xxTii.— vni. pp. 178-181. A, TFl It is veiy re- 

markahle that no clue has been discovered to the 

owner of these initials, the author of a large portion 

of the best poems in Davison's *' Poetiosl Bhap* 

sody ." At one time Brydges had proposed to give 

Baleigh thocredit of the entire series, which had up 

to that time been anonymous ; but the iutontioa 

was defeated by the production of a list, which Sir 

H. Nicolas pronounces to be in the handwriting of 

Francis Davison himself, entitled, ** Oatalogue of 

all the poems in rhyme or measured verse by 

A. W." (Harl. MS. 280, fol. 102), and indudingall 

the poems in question. It is impossible to with* 

hold our sympathy for Brydges* disappointment. 

The guess was a good one. The poems would 

have done Baleigh no dishonour. They present 

many marks of strong rosemblanoe to his authen* 

ticated poems ; and the longer piece which I have 

here inserted would have commended itself to 

mr&ej one as a natund and appropriate statement 
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of Baloigh*t gradiml chango of style, and progrcst 
towards matarity of thought. 

XXXI. p. 183. Theso specimens of elegies on 
the promataro death of Henry, Prince of Wales, 
aro taken from one of the reprints in Mr. Laiug's 
**FogitiTe Scottish Poetry of the xviith ecu- 
inry,*' 1825. The editor remarks, p. yi., that the 
Btgnatnre Ignofo is -here ** supposed to designate 
Sir Walter Baleigh.** Baleigh*s feelings on the 
death of a prince, in whose grave his hopes were 
Imriod, are expressed with tonclung brevity in the 
last sentence of his ** History of the World;** 
** whereas this book, by the title it hath, calls 
itsolf the first part of the general History of the 
World, implying a second and third volnme, which 
I also intended and have hewn out ; besides many 
other disoonragements persuading my silence, it 
hath pleased God to take that glorious prince out 
of the world, to whom they woro directed ; whoso 
unspeakable and never enough lamented loss hath 
taught me to say with Job (xxx. 31), wna etl in 
ludnm eUhara nteo, ei organum meum in vocem 

xxxin. — ^T, pp. 187-191. Oeorge Sandyi. Tliis 
writer, whoso name carries us back (through his 
brother Edwin) to the days of Richard Hooker. 
and whoso versification received the praises of 
both Diydon and Pope, occupied several ofiioes of 
tmsl under the crown, and addressed his royal 
patrons in several dedications, both in verse and 
prote. The word ** god-like,*' page 187, lino 14, 
mi^ be understood simply in the official sense, of 
the«divinity**that«*dothhedgoaking;'* asiuKing 
iamea's Sonnet, above. No. xxix., ** Ood gives not 
kings the style of gods in vain ;** or as Lord Daoon, 
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Esnj xix^ ** All procopts oonoeming kings aro in 
effect comprehondcd in those two remcmbmnoes : 
Memento quod ea homoi And Metnenio quod o$ Deus, 
or vice Dcii tho ono bridicth tiieir power, and the 
other their will.'* 

XXXIV. p. 188. This striking oommcmonitum 
of his perils can bo portialljr iUostratod from his 
*' Travels," on at least tho Eastern side. For tho 
Simoons, see pp. 15, 28; he had gone on* 'board 
"a bark Armaiio of Simo, a little island havd 
by tho Rhodes,** the sailors of whidi indulged in 
a dmnkcn disturbance which is vividlj described. 
For Arabian thieves, boo pp. 138-9; for the Emir 
of Sidon, ppL 210-2 ; though this story seems to be 
but partly told. It can scarcely be necessary to 
refer for the letters of Bcllcrophon to Homer, 
niad, VI. 16a 

XXXV. p. 191. This undoubtedly genuine poem 
of Sandys has found its way into the Works of 
Drummond of Hawthomden, 1711 ; Poems, p. 45 ; 
not tho only instance of misappropriation in thai 
collection. 

XXXVI. p. 192. It is now agreed on all hands 
that this is only *' a broad-sheet balhid ** on the 
death of Strafford ; though the unknown writer 
has for once risen far above the level of his das!. 
** Tho Lieutenant's Legend,** which is, doabtlcsa« 
just as little genuine, is reprinted in Ftek's Wal* 
pole, •< B. and N. A.,** ToL ii pp. 335-9. It begins: 

•** Eye iiM, ye BonDting ctdin; odm wm h 
Ac yov arc, grccti rich In the ccUmait 

Of prince end pcoplt; no malisnant eye 
Befla c fd M OM) io weeen my cUtCf** Ae. 

xzxviL p. 195. Hie word ** earthly** In line 2 
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M % gCLggestion of tho Archbishop of Dahlia's, to 
oomplote the impcrfoct motro. 

xxxYiu. p. 200. la liae 5, ** sophy " is chaagod ia 
most modem editioas to $ophut. Tho word, which 
oocars ia Shokospearo, Stc, as a Porsiaa title, is 
osed bj Giles Fletchor for the Magiaas : 

** To Me their kiofc t>>« kingly Sophm eome." 
' •« Cbriat't Victofy.'* 1 610, tt. Ixzxii, p. 84. 

Fsge 200, liae 19. The referoace is to tho story 
how Jasoa of Fhene medicinanh invenii m hoite, 
whea the dagger of aa assassia saved his life by 
opeaiog aa imposthame which his physiciaas had 
girea over as iacarable: Fliay, H. N. yii. 51; 
Cicero, De Nat. D. iii. 28 ; Valerias Maximas, I. 
▼iiL Eztcraa, f 6. 

Fsge 201, staaza ix. This staaza is rejected 
by Lady Theresa Lewis, as at yarianoe with the 
drill and purport of the poem ; ** Clareadoa (jal- 
leiy,** Tol. ii. p. 183, aote. Bat it is foaad ia the 
origiaal 4to., aad ia Lloyd. The copies of the poem 
differ widely, both ia arraagomeat aad ia rcadiags. 

XXXIX — xu.t pp. 203-207. MarqwM of MofUrae* 
Tho fragmcats of rcrse ascribed by Watsoa aad 
others to Moatrose hare beoa collected with great 
caro by Mr. Hark Napier. It is saffideat thero- 
foro to refer to his work for details oa the followiag 
list, which is giyea io coatiaoatioa of the six 
pieces here priated ; ^ 

7. ''As Macedo his Homor, 111 theo still." 
Six liaes oa Laoao ; Napier, p. 60. 

8. *'Borst oat, my sool, ia maia of tears.** 
Supposed to have beea writtea oa tho death of 
Charles L; •& Appeadix, p. xlii. 

9. ••Here lies a dog whose qualily did plead.*' 
IVom Balfoar^s MSS.* ^* p. S77. 
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10. " Thcre*B nothing in this world can prare.* 
25. Appendix, p. xli. 

11. *' When Heaven's great Joto had made the 
world's round frame.** Ih. Appendix, p. xl. 

Another fragment which Mr. Napier has retain* 
ed from Watson, Appendix, p. xl., and p. 464^ has 
been printed above, p. 232, from the ** Aberdeen 
Song Book,** 1682, where it forms the last Terse 
of a continuation of Sir H. Wotton's poem on 
the Queen of Bohemia. The second part of the 
Ballad No. xxxix. consists of thirteen additional 
stanzas ; Najner, Appendix, p^ xxxv. It begins : 

** Mr daw sad only loTt, take hMd — * 

Bat Mr. Chappell gives reasons for supposing 
that this other piece dates from the reign c^ James 
Im and Montrose was onlj bom in 1612. 

Page 204^ line 13. This is Mr. Napicr^s text ; 
but most copies retain the Scottish pronunciation, 
'* Or eomwitfeet if thou erect.** In the last stansa, 
also, I follow Mr. Napier; and annex here the 
bettor-known reading given hj Sir W. Sooltft 
'* Legend of Montrose," ch. xv. : 

" But If no foithlott oction itain 

llijr trao snd conount word| 
111 moke thco faroooa by my ptn« 

And gloffiotts by my iwonl : 
111 Mrro tbco in mch noUo ways 

Ao no*er wort known bcfein i 
1*11 deck and crown tby bead wilb bsyi» 

And loTO tbco nMia and HMra.** 

Fkkgo 206, line 5. <* Paragon" is used for sjimU; 
paraltel^ or ritaL Shakespeare em]doys it in tha 
same sense as a verb : 

** If tbon witb Cmu pmrw^am again 
My nun of mon.** 

«* Antony and Qoopatra,* k S. 
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H I wnCehcd iht/r that wwahip raaitict • 6fi 
Akiiicc?oh,booiiforia7Mpiria9Bfaiil 148 
And now all natnra aecHNd in Iot« . 101 

A Satjrr onca did ran away fat dread • 15S 
Aa PbiHp'i nobia too did itill didlaia 

Astnca last of heavenly wighta tha aarth did laaTt 

Aa yov cama from tha'holjr land 

Beat on« proud billows ! Dorras* blow 
Bccanse that, stealing Immortalitj • • 
Before tha sixth day of tha next new yaar • 
Beliere il, sir* >*ou happily hava hit • 
Bura and llelica on Achaian ground • • * 
But fortnna govaraad all their workib till whan 
By gifts the 11 accdon clara gataa 



Calling to mind, my ryes went long aboni 
Coma hither, shepherd's swain t . 
Coma liTe with me. and be my loTt . 
Come, sleep ; sleep ! tha certain knot of 
Concettf begotten by the area • • 
Cowarda may fear to diei bni couraga stoat 



Dasslcd thus with height of pi 

Diseases, famine, enemies, in «s no change hxTa wronghi 

Dum poor es, vana nesdsqna 



Eternal Morer, whose diffnsed glory • 
Eternal Time I that wasteat withovt wastt 
Sren sneh is time^ that takea In trast • 
Bran they that have no mnrdarona will 



. 199 

. C9 

. 19 

• 106 
. €4 

• 67 

• 74 

4 

. 141 

, 10 

• 138 



• s: 



t 69 

. Ill 

. 91 
• 178 
. 64 
. 78 



2S6 INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 

Faitt would I» b«t I dare not t I dare, and jot I maj not 16 
Fain wonid I rlimb, yat fear I to fall . .55 

Fain would I linK* bnt Fury makee me ftot . .144 

Fair Britaln'a I'rinco, in the April of hit jeara • .183 
FafowtlU ye gilded folliee,pleaein|;troublee! . 109 

Fint eball tiM bcaTcne want atarrj light • .173 

Firom death and dark oblivion, near the aamo .186 

Fkrom the earth and from thy blood, O heavoa, thej came • 61 
Firem thence o«r kind hard 'hearted if,endnrin( pain and 

' care 6U 

Ftom wiidem fortane diflera far 59 

"Gainet fate no coaniel can prevail • • • . 58 
Giro mo mj acallop-*bell of qaiet • • 27 

Giveplaoe, yon ladiea, and begone! .... 127 
God giree not kinga the atyle of goda in rain • 182 

Go, empty Joye 192 

Go, Sool, the body'i gneet 23 

Great, good, and inat I coold I bot rata • • 207 

Great Monaireh of the world, from whoeo power apringi 195 



Had Lncan hid the trath to pleaae the time • 30 

Happy were he conid finish forth hie fato • .177 

Hare aperial care that valiant poverty • • .75 
lleavon and earth one form di«i bear • ... 63 
He int dcceaaedi aha for a Utile tried ... 98 
Here lioe llobbinol, our paator whilere .56 

Here lice the man waa bom and cried * • • 122 

Here lice the noble warrior that never blnated aword • 60 

Hero liee the worid'a delight 185 

Hero Tantalne in water aeeka for water, and doth mlaa 69 
Her faro, her tongne, her wit, eo fair, ao ewcot, ao aharp 15 
Heaporia the Qreciana call the place • i 
He that hie mirth hath loot • 

He that hie mirth hath leet 
How happy la he beni and laaght 



I Ml that Dido which then here doet aea 

If all the world and love were young • 

If all thia world had no original 

If a Phmnldaa beni I am, what then? 

If breath were made fer oveiy man to buy 

IfOhMuauvar Halyago • 

If Qjaihte bo ■ queeov a ptiacaaa, uA 
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If frMndlcMi f«illi, if pultlns tboagkt wukj MM 
If life be tim« that hen it ]«nt . • • 
If women could bo fair, and yci not food • 
I hare no wine of Gaxa nor Falemm wino • 
In the main era Cbe iaie of Crete doth lie • 
In Tain mine rytt, in rain yo« waata row loan 
I tacrtlice to God the bcof which yoo adora • 

Tjidy, farewell, whom I in nlenco anral • 
Leave me, O love I which re a c J iert bat to dnal 
Let them beetow on evcfy airt a limb . • 
Like hermit poor in peneiro place obecnra . 
Like truthlcas draama, ao are mj Jojra expired 

Man*a life*a • trajrcdy; hie mother^ wnoib • 
Many br valour have deeervcd renown 
Ilany dmire, but few or none deserve 
Methouj;ht I mw the grave when Laura lay 
More holy than the reat, and nndcratanding 
My body in the walla captived • • • 
My daya* delighta, my apring-time Joya tMonn 
My dear and only love, I pray . • • 
My lute, awake 1 perform the' last 
Aly mind to me a kingdom ia • • • 
My prime of youth ia but a froet of carea • 
My aoul, exalt the Lord with hymna of praiae 
My wanton Mnae, that whilome wont lo aing 

Kino fnrlonga atiotched lies Titjrus, who for hit 

deeds .••••• 
Noble, lovely, rirtnons creature • • 
No man was better nor more Just than he • 
Kor touthera heat nor northeni 



O faiihlcss world, and thy moot faithlaaa part 
Of many now that aound with hope's cooaofi 
Of yew the Itaneans* bowa wero made 
O had truth power, the guiltlem could not Cidl 
One fire than other buma more forribly • 
O Thou great Powerl in whom I movo 
Thou, who all things hast of nothing mndo 
Our graver Musa from her long draam awakaa 
Over the Mcdes and light Sabaana rcigiia . 
waataAd riot, new waU oootaat 
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pMrioM ara likeiifd beit to floodn and itretins • 20 

PiKvnicUni firaty if fame may cretlit hara . • .68 

Praiaed ba IMana'i fair and hamilaaa li|;ht . .77 

FromathcMa whan flrat from haavan high . Iftl 

Qaivaring feara, beart-Ceariag caraa • • • . 106 

Riaa, my atrol I with thy daairea to haavan .116 

lioaaa ap thyself, my gantla Bluaa . .99 

Satiira daaccndinf: fVom tha heavens high . • • 65 

Satnm to ba tha fatter is not linown . • . 63 
Sarloar of mankind, Man, Emmanuel .... 191 

Seldom the villain, though much hasta ha make . 74 

Semiramis with walla of brirk tha city did endoae . 66 

Shall I, like an hermit, dwell 82 

Shaphard, what*a love, I pray thea tell? • . 78 

SUanea in tmth would speak my sorrow beat • 96 

Soma old Auruncans, I remembar well • .71 
Strong Ilion thou shalt sea with walla and towart high 70 

Such as like heavenly wights do coma .73 

Sullkath it to you, my joys interred .32 

Sweet Benjamin, since thoa art young • .121 

Sweet violets, Love's Paradise, that spread . .174 

Sweat wars tha joys that both might like and last • 76 

Sweat waia the sauca would please each kind of taata . 3 
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Tha Amaion with crmcent-formed shield • 
Tha andenta called me Chaos ( my great years 
Tha Arradiana tha earth inhabited 
Tha braxen tower, with doora cloae barred . 
Tha Cbalybea plough not their barren soil . 
Tha Oetaoa ever llara ware} they cara not what 

•■y 

Tha doubt of future foes .... 

Tha East wind with Aurora hath abiding . 

Tha Egyptiana think it sin to root up or to bita 

Tha flfBt of all ia God, and the same laat b Ua 

Tha foe to tha stomach and tha word of disgraca 

Tha gianta did advance their wicked hand . 

The graataat kings do least command content 

Tha haavaa and earth and all tha litptid main 

Tha higher that tha cadar traa unto tha haavana doth 
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The Jojfiil aprinic did erer last, and ZepbTnit did hmd 61 
The UlMNirini; man that tilU th« fertOa toil .145 

Th« man of life vpripht, whoaa guilUcM heart ia ftaa • 1 19 
The man wbota thonghUi ai;ainjit him da c — t i i iw . 153 
The mindi of men are arer ao allertcd .74 

The moiatened o:«icr of the hoary willow .65 

Then came the Anaonian banda and the Sicanian trihaa 65 
Then markiafr thia my Mcred apearh, b«i tniljr kod . 64 
The planta and trees made poor and old . .60 

The praiw of meaner witi thia work like pra6i hnaga . f 
The qneen anon commanda the weighty howl 66 

There in a land which Greeka Hceparia saaM .73 

There ia none, O nona» hnt yon 176 

The Mtn may aet and riea ...... 60 

The thinitittg Tantalne doth catch at ttnoma that ftmn 

him flee 69 

The wars on earth hare patha and tnminga knawm . 177 
I1«e white dora is for holy held in Syria Pakstina . 69 
The word of denial and the leuer of Bfty . . . 55 
The world discerns itnalf. while I the world hahald . iU^ 
Tho world's a hnbble, and the life of BUB ' . . .117 
The worst ia told; the beat ia hid .191 

Thini^a thns a^nvcd. Titan made Satnm awaar . 63 

Though Oesar'a paragon I cannot be . 
Three things there be that proaper all apnra 16 

Thy flower of yoath ia with a north wind blaHad . 115 

To praise thy life or wail thy worthy death 5 

Trottbloiia aeaa my aoal aorroand • • . • 139 
Tyras knaw first how ships might naa the wind . • 65 



Unhappy ia the man • . • • • 
Untimely ferar, rada insnlting gnasi . 

We fear by light, aa childran in the dark 
Were 1 a king, I coald command oaatant • 
Wert than a king, yet not comoMmd eontant 
What is our life? The play of poasioa 
When all ia done and said . 
Whence comea my love 7 O heart, disdoaa I 
\\nienIlookback,andinmyaalfbahold • 
^Vliile Airy gallops on the way • • 
Whilea I admire thy 6nt and aaoand nays • 
Whilat my aonrs eye beheld no light . 
Who grace leraanith had . . . . 
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Who nAn the dallMr tarth, th« wind-twollan »trMnis . 72 
Who would hoTO thon(;ht there eoald hovo been • .US 
Whr, pilgrim* dMt Ihou litray • ,184 

With how m4 »fepa, O moon, thou climb'ft tho tkiwl 137 
With wisdom's sjtm hid hot blind fortono mod • 56 

WroDgnotttWMtMDprestofmj hotrt • • ' 20 

Ttty though thou feteh thy podigrto to far .74 

Too BMOBtr btautiei of tho night 95 

Tou that ou atan do look 98 
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Bacok. Fkakcib, Loud. Part n. Nos. xzii. zziiL 

BaooKB, FuLKB Grbtillx, Lord. Part ul Ko. zzL 

Brooke* Saxdel, D.D. ^art il No. six. 

Cbarleb I., Kmo. Part iii. No. xxxrii. 

Dtbr, Sir Edward. Part in. Nos. ztL ztK. xTiiL six. i 

with list of his other Poems among tho Notaa, p. 243. 
RLiZABBTn, QUXBN. Part III. No. riii. 
Eaucx. Robert, Earl or. Part iii. Nos. xzIt. xxt. 

xxW.; with list of his other Poema among tho Notes, 

p. 248. 
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If OVTKOSS, f AMES, Mabqcis OF. Part. in. Noa. zzxix. 

xl. xli. s' with liii of his other Poem tamong th% Notes 

p. 252. 
OxfORD, Edwakd, Earl of. Ftet m. Nos. zi zfi. ziii. 

xiT. XV, 1 ; with Uot of his other Poem uBoag tho 

Kotei, p. 241. 
Pbxbeoke, Mart, CouirrEso or. Part m. Ko. x. 
Ralbioii. Sir Walter. All Part i., except No. tL 1. 
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Vavz, Tuomab, Lord. Part in. Noa. Iil It. (donhtfiU), 
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Notes, p. 288. 
W., A. Fart lu. Noo. zztIL zztUL 
WoTTOif, Sir Hxiirt. Part u. Noa. L U. (In part]b Si- 
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